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THE FIRST BOOK. 


A H ! who can tell how hard it is to climb 
The ſteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar ! 
Ah! who can tell how many a ſoul ſublime 
Has felt the influence of malignant ſtar, 

And wag'd with Fortune an eternal war ! 

Check'd by the ſcoff of Pride, by Envy's frown, 
And Poverty's unconquerable bar, | 
In life's low vale remote has pined alone, 

Then dropt into the grave, unpitied and unknown ! 


II, 


And yet, the languor of inglorious days, 

Not equally oppreflive is to all. „ 

Him who neer liſten'd to the voice of praiſe, 

The filence of negle& can ne'*er appal. | 

There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition's call, 

Wou'd ſhrink to hear th* obſtreperous trump of Fame; 

Supremely bleſt if to their portion fall 

Health competence, and peace. Nor higher aim 
Had He, whoſe ſimple tale + artleſs lines proclaim. 
3; | This 
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"This fapient age diſclaims all claſſic lore 3 
Fife I ſhould here in cunning phraſe diſplay, 
How forth DHE MINXST RN E AL. fared in days of vore, 
Right glad of heart, though homely in array; 5 
His waving locks and beard all hoary grey: | 
And, from his bending thoulder, decent hung 
His harp, the ſole companion of his way, 
Which to the whiſtling wind reſponſive rung: 

And ever as he went ſome merry lay he ſung. 


IV. 


Fret not yourſelves, ye ſilken ſons of pride, 
That a poor wanderer fhould inſpire my ſtrain, 
I The muſes fortune's fickle ſmile deride, 
; Nor ever bow the knee in Mammon's fane; 
A For their delights are with the village train, 
[ 
' 


Whom nature's laws engage, and nature's charmsg 

| They hate the ſenſual, and ſcorn the vain; 

$ | The paraſite their influence never warms, 

| Nor him whoſe ſordid foul the love of wealth alarms, 
" Though richeſt hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 
Yet horror ſcreams from his diſcordant throat. 
Riſe, ſons of harmony, and hail the mor, 
While warbling larks on ruſſet pinions float 


4 


* Or ſeek at noon the woodland ſcene remote, 
* Where the grey linnets carol from the hill. 
P O let them ne'er with artificial note, 


To pleaſe a tyrant, ſtrain the little bill, 
But ſing what heaven inſpires, and wander where they 
will, Ex vo gas on 5 ker. 
Eiberal, not laviſh, is kind nature's hand; 
Nor was perfection made for man below. 
Vet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann'd, 
Good counteracting ill, and gladneſs wo. 
With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 8_ 


8 


£ | 


5 4 | 
If bleak and barren Scotia's hills ariſe; <5! 
There plagne and poiſon,. luſt and rapine grow; 
Here peaceful are che vales, and pute the ſkies, 

And freedom fires the ſoul, and ſparkles in the eyes. 
Then grieve not, thou to whom the indulgent Muſe - 
Vouchſafes a portion of celeftial fire; | 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuſe 

Th' imperial banquet, and the rich attire, 

Know thine own worth and reverence the lyre. 


Wilt thou debaſe the heart which Gop refin'd; 


No; let the heaven-taught ſoul, to heaven aſpite, 
To fancy, freedom, harmony, reſign' dg; 


Ambition's groveling crew for ever let behind. 


Canſt thou forego the pure etherial ſoul 
In each fine ſenſe ſo exquiſitely keen, 
On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, _ 
Stung with diſeaſe, and ſtupifed with ſpleen 5 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 
Even from thyſelf thy loathſome heart to hide, 
(The manſion then no more of joy ſerene) 
Where fear, diſtruſt, malevolence,. abide, 
And impotent defire, and diſappointed pride? 
8 IX... 1 
O how canſt thou renounce the boundleſs ſtore 
Of charms which Nature to her vot'ry yields! 
The warbling woodland, the reſounding thore,. 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of helds ; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 
And all that echoes to the ſong of even, 
All that the mountain's ſheltering boſom ſhields, _ 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 
O how canſt thou renounce, and hops to be forgiven ! 


Theſe charms ſhall work thy ſoul's eternal health, N 
And love, and gentleneſs, and joy impart, 
D7 B 2 But 


X 


But theſe thou muſt renounce, if luſt of wealtk 
E'er win its way to thy corrupted heart; 3 
For, ah! it poiſons like a ſcorpion's dart; f 
Prompting the ungenerous with, the ſelfiſh ſcheme, 
The ſtern reſolve, unmov'd by pity's ſmart ; 
The tioublous day, and long diftreſsful dream.— 
Return, my roving Muſe, reſume thy purpoſed theme. 


XI. 


\ 


There lived in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A ſhepherd-twain, a man of low degree; 3 
Whoſe fires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian. groves, or vales of Arcadyz _ . 
But he, I ween, was of the north counttie: x 
A nation fam'd for ſong, and beauty's charms 
Zealous, yet modeſt; innocent though free z 
Patient of toil ; ſerene amidſt alarm, | 
Inflexible in faith; inviacible in arms. 


* 3 — + 
- 
4 , * 
1 ? S Gs 
3 
z 199 


The ſhepherd-ſwain of whom I mention made, 
On Scotia*s mountains fed his little flock; 
The ſickle, ſcythe, or plough, he never ſway'd; 
An honeſt heart was almoſt all his ſtock; 
His drink the living water from the rock; 
The milky dams ſupplied his board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's ſhock ; | 
And he, though oft with duſt and ſweet beſprent, 
Did guide and guard their wanderings whereſoe'er they 
en. ee WORE, te HER 
There is hardly an ancient ballad, or Romance, wherein a 
Minſtrel or Harper appears, but he is characteriſed, by way of 
eminence, to have been © Of the North countrie.”* lt is probable 
that under this appellation were formerly comprehended all the 
provinces to the North of the Trent, fn 
1 See Percy's Eſſay on the Fogliſh Minſtrels. 


From 
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From labour health, from health contentment ſprings. 
-  Contentment opes the ſource of every joy | 
He envied not, he never thought of kings ; 
Nor from theſe appetites ſuſtain'd annoy, | 
Which chance may fruſtrate, or indulgeace-olvy z. 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiſed; 
He mourn'd no recreant friend, nor miſtreſs coy, 
For on his vows the blameleſs Phœbe ſmil' d, 
And her alone he loved, and loved her from a child. 
eee 1 
No jealouſy their dawn of love o ercaſt, ä 
Nor blaſted. were their wedded days with-ſtrife 3+ | 
Each ſeaſon look'd delightful as it paſt, 
To the fond huſband,” and the faithful wife. 
Bey ond the lowly vale of ſhepherd life, 
They never roam'd; ſecure beneath the ſtorm 
Which in Ambition's lofty land is rife, 
Where peace and love are canker*d by the worm 
Of pride, each bud of joy induftrious deform. 
The wight whoſe tale theſe artleſs lines unfold, 
Was all the offspring of this ſimple pair. | 
His birth no oracle or ſeer foretold : 
No prodigy appear'd in earth or air, 
Nor aught that might a ſtrange event declare. 
You gueſs each circumſtance of EDwi 's bib; 
The parent's tran'port,- and the parent's care; 
The Goſſip's prayer for wealth; and wit, and worthz, 


— 
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And one long ſummer-day of indolence and mirth. . 
And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy; 

a Deep thought oft ſeem'd to fix his infant eye. 
of Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 
le Save one ſhort pipe of rudeſt minſtrelſy. 

ie Silent when glad; affectionate, though ſhy ; 

And now his look was moſt demurely fad, : 
- B 3 | And 


6. he 
And now he laugh'd aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours ſtar d and ſigh'd, yet bleſt the lad: 
Some deem'd him e wiſe, and ſome believed 
e N 3 f 4 | 
5 | XVII. 1 
But hs ſhould I his childiſh feats diſplay ? ?- 
_ Concourſe and noiſe, and toil he ever fled ; 
Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fra, 
Of ſquabbling imps, but to the foreſt (ped, | 4 
Or, roan''d at large the lonely mountain's head; 
Or, where the maze of ſome bewilder'd ſtream 
To deep untrodden proves his footſteps en, 
There would he wander wild, till Phœbus beam, 
Shot from the weſtern cliff, releaſed the weary team. 


i 


| 
218 WY XVIII. | 
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To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 
His heart, from cruel ſport enſtranged, would bleed 
To work the woe of any living thing, 
1 By trap, by net, by arrow, or r by ſling; 
lt I Theſe he deteſted, thoſe he ſcorn'd to wield : 
He wiſh'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
| Tyrant far leſs, or traitor of the field 
| 


And 1258 the fylvan reign unbloody Joy wn. yield, 


1 1 | Lo! E is the Qriplin 2 wrapt in wonder, roves 
14 ' Beneath the precipice o erhung with pine; 


And ſees, on high, amidſt th' encireling groves 
From cliff to cli the foaming torrents ſhine: 
While waters, woods, and winds in concert join, 
And Echo ſwells the chorus to the ſkies. 
Would Edwin this majeſtic ſcene reſign _ 
For aught the huntſmen's puny craft ſupplies ? 
Ah! no: a better Knows great Nature 3 charms to prize» 


XX. 


And oft he traced the uplands, to ſurve Ys 


When o'er the {ky advanced the kindling dawn, 2 
e 


The 


Ci (DF. 
The crimſon cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the ſmoky lawn; 
Far to the weſt, the long, long vale withdrawn, 
Where twilight loves to e a while: 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 
And villager abroad at early toil.— _ __ ;  (\mile, 


But, lo! the ſun appears! and heaven, earth, ocean 


5 XXI. 
And oft the craggy cliff he lov'd t "1 


; 


o climb, 


When all in miſt the world below was loſt. 


When dreadful pleaſure ! there to ſtand ſublime, - 
Like ſhipwreck*d mariner on defert coaſt, 

And view th* enormous waſte of vapour, toſt 

In billows, lengthening to the horizon round, 


Now ſcoop'd in gulfs, with mountains now emboſs'd !. 
And hear the voice of mirth and ſong rebound, | 

Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profound! 

n ofa 

In truth he was a ſtrange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful ſcene. 
In darkneſs, and in ſtorm, he found delight: 
Nor leſs, than when an ocean-wave ſerene. 

The ſouthern ſun diffuſed his dazzling-ſhene, 
Even fad viciſſitude amuſed his ſoul; _ 
And if a ſigh would ſometimes intervene, - 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, | 

A figh, a tear, ſo ſweet, he wiſh'd not to controul, 

l 

© O ye wild groves, O where is now your bloom ' 
(The Muſe interprets thus his tender thought.) 
« Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmy gloom, 
Of late ſo grateful in the hour of drought ?' — >» 

Why do the birds that ſong and rapture brought ©. 
© To all your bowers, their manſions now forſake? 
Ahl why has fickle chance this ruin wrought ; . 

For now the ſtormhowls mournful through the brake, 


And the dead foliage flies in many a ſhapeleſs flake. 


© Where 
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8 Where now. ths rill, Pete. pure, and cool, 

And meads with life, and mirth, and beauty crown d! 

Ah ] ſee th unſſightly lime, and fuggith pool, 

© Have all the ſolitary Ay: embrown'd ; 

c. Fled each fair form, and mute each melting ſound, 

© The raven croaks fotlorn on naked ſpray : 

© And, hark! the river, burſting every mound, 

© Down the vale thunders; and with waſteful ſway, 
6 Uproots the grove,. and rolls the ſhatter'd. rocks away. 


x XXV. 
Yer ſuck the deftiny of all on ork 2 


So flouriſhes and fades majeſtic man. 

Fair is the Bud his vernal morn brings forth, 

And koſtering gales a white the nurſling An- 

O ſmile, ye. heavens, ſerene; ye milde ys wan, 
„e blighting whirlwinds, ſpare his baimy prime, 
Nor leſſen of his life the little ſpan. 

gBorne on the ſwift, though ſilent, wings of Time, 

N comes on apace to ravage all. the clime.. 


XVI. 


” a he it ſo. Let thoſe deplore their, 1 | 
© Whoſe hopes ſtill grovel in this dark ſojourn. 
© But lofty Louie who look beyond the tomb, 
Can finile at fate, and wonder how they mourn. 
« Shall ſpring to theſe ſad ſcenes no more return? 
© Is yonder wave the ſun's eternal bed? 
cc Soon ſhall the orient with new luſtre burn, 

And ſpring ſhall ſoon her vital influence ſhed,, 

4 1 attune the grove, again adorn the mead. 


XXVII. 


. Shall be left abandon'd i in the duſt; 
When Fate, relenting, lets the 9006 revive ? 
Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjuſt, 
Bid him, though doom'd to periſh, hope to aye 
ls it for this fair Virtue oft muſt ſtrive 
Wich diſappointment, penury, and pain ?— 
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c Nos : Heaven? s immortal ſpring mall yet arrive p 3 
= < And man's majeſtic beauty bloom again, 
Bright through | th* eternal year oy LOVE $ cfunghane 
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This truth ſublime his ſimple fire had taught, 

| In ſooth, *twas all the ſimple ſhepherd knew, 
| No ſubtle or ſuperfluous lore he ſought, 

Nor ever wiſh'd his Edwin to purſue, - 
Let man's own ſphere, (quoth he) confine his view, 
Be man's peculiar work his ſole delight.“ 
And much, and oft, he warn'd him, to eſchew 

| Fal ſehood and guile, and aye maintain the right, | 
Ey pleaſure unſeduced, unawed 571 lawleſs might. 


XXIX. 


© And, "Lol ke prayer of Want, and Imi of Wo, 
DO never, never turn away thine ear, 
Forlorn in this bleak wildetneſs below K e 
« Ah ! what were men, ſhould Heaven refuſe to hear 
To others do (the law is not ſevere) 
© What to thyſelf thou wiſheſt to be done. 
e - Ta thy foes; and love thy parents dear, 
friends, and native land; nor thoſe alone; 

All human weal and wo learn thou, to make — own." 


XXX. 


See in the rear of the warm — 5 ſhower, 
The viſionary boy from ſhelter 3 
For now the ſtorm of ſummer K. is o'er, 
And cool, and freſh,” and fragrant is the ky! 
And, lo! | in the dark eaſt, expanded high, 
The rainbow brightens to che ſetting ſun; 
Fond fool, that deem ſt the ſtreaming glory nigh, 
How vain the chace thine ardour has begun! 
Tis ffed 1 ere 28 thy purpoſed race be run. 


XXXI. 


Vet could wo learn, that thus it fares wo age, 


When pleaſure, wealth, or power, the boſom e 
Is 
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8 0 This baffled hope might tame th y manh o0 48 rage, 8 


And diſappointment of her fling difarm,— 

But why ſhould! foreſi zht thy fond heart alarm? 

Periſh the lore that deadens young defiret 
Purſue, poor imp, th' imaginary charm, 


if Indulge £2) Hope, and Fancy's pleaſing fire: | 


Fancy and Hope too ſoon ſhall of themſclves expire. 


WES ©. 4+ | yy 


When the long ſounding curſew from afar fy 
Loaded with loud lament the lonely gale, +: 
Young Edwin lighted by the evening ſtar, 
| Lingering and liſtening, wander'd down the vale. 
There would he dream of graves, and coarſes pale 
And ghoſts, that to the charnel-dungeon throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, 
Pill ſilenced by the owl's terrific fong, 
Or blaſt that ſhrieks by fits the ſhuddering ayles along, 
| XXXIII. 8 hh 


Or, when the ſetting moon, in crimſon dyed, 
Hung o'er the dark and melancholy deep, 
To haunted ſtream, remote from man he hied, 
Where Fays of yore their revels wont to keep; 
And therę let Fancy roam at large, till ſleep 
A viſion brought to his intranced fight, 
And firſt, a wildly murmuring wind *gan creep 
Shrill to his ringing ear; then tapers bright, 
With inſtantaneous gleam, illumed the vault of Night, 
FFF 1070 
Anon in view a portal's blazon*d arch 
Atoſe, the trumpet bids the valves unfold : 
And forth an hoſt of little warriors march, 
Graſping the diamon'd lance, and targe of gold. 
Their look was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their helms, and green their ſilk attire: 
And here and there, right venerably old, | 
The long-robed mi tres wake the warbling wire, 
And ſome with mellow breath the martial pipe inſpire. 
. ̃ 
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With merriment, and ſong, and timbrels clear, 
A troop of dames from myrtle bowets advance: 
The little warriors doff the targe and ſpear, 
And loud enlivening ſtrains provoke the dance. 
bey meet, they dart awdy, they wheel aſkance z. 
Lo right, to leſt they thrid the flying mae; 
Now bound aloft with vigorous ſpring, then glance 
Rapid along: with many colour d rays . 
Ot tapers, gems, and gold the echoing foreſts blaze. 

= XXVII. | | 
The dream is fled, Proud harbinger of day, , » 
Who ſcar'dſt the viſion with thy clarion ſhrill, | 
Fell chanticleer : who oft has reft away, 

My fancied good, and brought ſubſtantial ill! 
O to thy curſed ſcream, diſcordant ftill, © 
Let Harmony 'ave ſhut her gentle ear: 
Thy boaſtful mirth let jealous rivals ſpill, 
Inſult thy creſt, and gloſſy pinions tear, 

And ever in thy dreams the ruthleſs fox appear, 
| . XVXXVII. . 
Forbear, my muſe. Let Love attune thy line, 
Revoke the ſpell. | Thine Edwin frets not ſo, 
For how ſhould he at wicked chance repine, 
Who feels from every change amuſement flow? 
Even now his eyes with ſmiles of rapture glow, 
As on he wanders through the ſcene of morn, 
Where the freſb flowers in living Tuftre blow, 
Where thouſand pearls the dewy lawns adorn, 
A thouſand notes of joy in every breeze are borne, 
But who the melodies of morn can tell? | 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain fide 3 
The lowing herd; the ſheepfold's ſimple bell; 
The pipe of early ſhepherd dim deferied 
WW In the lone valley; echoing far and wide | 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above; 
e c The 
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The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love, og 
" And the full choir that wakes the univerſal 1 


| e 


8 The cottage curs-at earl y pils grim bark; 
Crovn'd with her pail the'tripping 1 itkeniai fFogs, ff 
The whiſtling plowman talks afield ; and, hark! 8 
Down the rough ſlope the ponderous wag on rings 
Through ruſtling corn the 175 aſtoniſh d fr prings 3 ; 
1M Slow tolls the village-clock the drowſy 1 
A The partridge burſts away on whirring wings; 
1 Deep mourns the turtle in ſequeſter d bower, 
And ſhrill lark carols clear from her l tour. 
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O bee, how in every charm. ſupreme . 
Whoſe votaries feaſt on raptures ever new ! , 
O for the voice and fire 27 ſera phim, | 
To ſing thy glories with ee due! I 
Bleſt be the day] *icaped the wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho*s maze, and Epicurus' ity 
And held high converſe with the godlike few, 
Who. to th' enraptur*d heart, and ear, and eye, 
Teach ee virtue, truth, a0 Ou and yy 
Hence ! e, 5 wide and Kapif t mind, 
Sophiſts, 55 beauty, virtue, pity th wind 2 
Greedy and fell, though i impotent and blind, 
Who ſpread your filthy nets in Truth's fair ane, 
And ever ply your venom'd fangs amain! 5 
Hence to dark Error's den, whoſe rankling ſlime þ 
Firſt gave you form ! hence! leſt the Muſe ſhould deign | 
(Though loath on theme ſo mean to waſte a rhyme), i 
With — to purſue your ne crime. | 


Fe TOR 
But hail, ye mighty maſters of the lay, | 


Nature's true ſons, the friends of x man and truth! ! 1 
Whoſe | 
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Whoſe ſong, ſublimely ſweet, ſerenely gay, 
Amuſed my childhood, and inform'd my youth, 

O let your fpirit ſtill my boſom ſooth, 

Inſpire my dreams, and my wild wanderings guide! 
Your voice each rugged path of life can ſmooth; 
For well 1 know, where-ever ye reſide, 


| IH There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide, 


XLIII. 


Ah me! abandon'd on the loneſome plain, 

As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore, 

Save when againſt the winter's drenching rain, 

And driving ſnow, the cottage ſhut the door, 

Then, as inſtructed by tradition hoar, 

Her legends when the Beldam 'gan impart, 

Or chant the old heroic diity oer, 

| Wonder and joy ran thriiliag to his heart; 
Much he the tale adm:r'd, but more the tuneful art. 


XLIV. 


Various and ſtrange was the long-winded tale; 
And halls, and knights, and feats of arms difplay'd ; 
Or merry ſwains, who quaff the nut- brown ale, 
And ſing enamour*d of the nut- brown maid ; 
The moon-light revel of the fairy glade ; 

Or hags, that ſuckle an infernal brood, 

And ply in caves th' unutterable trade®, 


Midſt fiends and ſpeQres, quench the moon in blood, 


W Yell in the midnight ſtorm, or ride th' infuriare flood. 


XLV, 


But when to horror his amazement roſe, 
A gentler firainthe Beldam would rehearſe, 


® Alluſion to Sn AK EIN EAR, 


Macbeth. How now, ye ſecret, black, and midaight hage, 
What is't you do? 7% 


Witches: A deed withous a Name. | 
| Bb A tale 


A tale of rural life, a tale of woes, 
4 | The orphan-babes, and guardian uncle fierce. 
_ | O- cruel! will no pang of pity pierce, 
= That heart by luſt of lucre ſear'd to ſtone ! 
For ſute, if aught of virtue laft, or verſe, 
— To lateſt times, ſhall tender ſouls bemoan, 
Ik hoſe helpleſs orphan- babes, by thy fell arts undone. 
44 | XLVI, | 
—_ Behold, with berries ſmear*d, with brambles torn#, 
| *The babes now famiſh'd lay them down to die, 
Midſt the wild howl of darkſome woods forlorn 
Fiolded in one another*s arms they lie; 
Nor friend, nor ſtranger, hears their dying cry: 

© For from the town the man returns no more.“ 
But thou, who Heaven's juſt vengeance dareſt defy, 

This deed with fruitleſs tears ſhalt ſoon deplore, 
When death lays waſte thy houſe, and flames conſume 

thy ſtore. 1 17 5 
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. 
A flifled fmile of ſtern vindicti ve joy, 


Brightened one moment Edwil's ſtarting tear.— 
But why ſhould gold man's feeble mind decoy, 
And Innocence thus die by doom ſeyere ?? 
O Edwin! while thy heart is yet fincere, 
Th? aſſaults of diſcontent and doubt repel : 
Dark even at noon-tide is our mortal ſphere ; 
But let us hope. to doubt is to rebel. 
Let us exult in hope that all ſhall yet be well, 


NI VIII. N 


Nor be thy generous indignation check'd, 

Nor check*d the tender tear to Miſery given; 
From Guilt's contagious: power fhall that protect, 
This ſoften and refine the ſoul for heaven. 
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® See the fine old ballad, called, The Children in the Mad. 
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But dreadful is their doom, whom doubt hath driven + 8 
To cenſure Fate, and pious Hope forego: g 

Like yonder blaſted boughs by lightening riven, 

Perfection, beauty, life, they never know, | _ 


But frown on all that paſs, a monument of Wo. 


XLIX. 


Shall he, whoſe birth, maturity, and age, 

Scarce fill the circle of one ſummer-day, 

Shall the poor gnat with diſcontent and rage 

Exclaim, that Nature haſtens to decay, 

If but a cloud obſtruct the ſolar ray, 

If but a momentary ſhower deſcend! | 5 

Or ſhall frail man Heaven's dread decree gainſay, 

Which bade the ſeries of eyents extend | 
Wide through unnumber'd worlds, and ages without end! 


L. 


One part, one little part, we dimly ſcan ; 
Through the dark medium of life's feveriſh dream; 
Vet dare arraign the whole ſtupendous plan, 
If but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem; 
Oft from apparent ill our bleſſings riſe. 
O then renounce that impious ſelf-eſteem, 
That aims to trace the ſecrets of the ſkies; - 
For thou art but of duſt z be humble, and be wiſe. 


LF. 


Thus Heaven enlarged his foul in riper years, 

For Nature gave him ſtrength, and. fire, to ſoar, 

On Fancy's wing, above this vale of tears; 

Where dark cold-hearted ſceptics creeping pore 

Through microſcope of metaphyſic lore: _ 

And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 

For why ? their powers, inadequate before, 
This art prepoſterous renders more unfit ; 1 
ret deem they darkneſs light, and their vain blunders wit. 


W Nor 


16 7 
Nor was this ancient dame a foe to mirth. 
Her ballad, jeſt, and riddle's quaint device 
Oft chear'd the ſhepherds round her ſocial hearth ; 
Whom levity or ſpleen could ne%er entice 
To purchaſe chat or Nie at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed, 5 1 
That Nature forms a ruſtic taſte ſo nice, Mm 
Ah! had they been of court or city breed, 1 
Such delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 


III. 1 


Oft when the winter ſtorm had ceas'd to rave, 
He roam'd the ſnowy waſte at even, to view 75 
The cloud ſtupendous, from th* Atlantic wave 
High-towering, ſail along the horizon blue: 
Where *midſt the changeful ſcenery ever new 
Fancy a thouſand gens, nM forms deſcries - 
More wildly great than ever pencildrew, 
Rocks, torrents, gulfs, and ſhapes of giant ſize - 
And glittering cliffs on cliffs, and fiery ramparts riſe, 


Thence muſing onward to the ſounding ſhore, 
The lone enthuſiaſt oft would take his way, 
Liſtening with pleaſing dread to the deep roar 
Of the wild-weltering waves. In black array 
When fulphurous clouds roll'd on the yernal day, 
Even then he haſted from the haunt of man, | 
Along the darkening wildernefs to ſtray, 
What time the lightening's fierce career began, * 
And ofer heaven's rending arch the rattling thunder rag. 
LV. | 


Reſponſive to the ſprightly pipe when al! 

In {prightly dance the village-youth were join'd, 

Edwin, of melody aye held in thrall, n 
From the rude gambol far remote reclined, 
Sooth'd with the ſoft notes warbling in the wind. 
Ak then, all jollity ſeem'd noiſe and folly. 


Ao. ' 9 1 
To the pure foul by Fancy's fire refined, 
Ah what is mirth but turbulence unholy, 
When with the charm compared. of heavenly melan- 
SY - choly !. 1 1 9 1 1 
e . 
Is there a heart that muſic cannot melt? 
Ah me how is that rugged heart forlorn: 
Is there who neꝰ er thoſe myſtic tranſports felt 
Of ſolitude and melancholy born? 
He needs not woo the Muſe ; he is. her ſcorn. 
The ſophiſt's rope of cobweb he ſhall-tewine zz 
Mope o'er the ſchoolman's peeviſh page; or.mourn,. 
And delve for life, in Mammon's dirty mine; 
Sneak with the ſcoundrel fox, or grunt.with glutton ſwine.. 
1 7 5 ; EV. 5 | 1 
For Edwin Fate a nobler doom had plan'd :: 
Song was his favourite and firſt purſuit. 
The wild harp rang, to his ad venturous hand, 
And languiſh*d to his breath the plaintive flute, 
His infant muſe, though artleſs, was not mute: 
Of elegance as yet he took no care . | 
For this of time and culture is the fruit; 
| And Edwin gaind at laſt this fruit ſo rare: 
= As in ſome future verſe I purpoſe to declare. 
| LVIII. 
Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful, or new, 
Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, ſea, or ſky, 
By chance, or ſearch was offer'd to his view,, 
He ſcann'd with curious and romantic eye. 
Whate'er of lore tradition could ſupply 
From Gothic tale, or ſong, or fable old,, 
Rous'd him ſtill keen to liſten and to pry.- 
At laſt, though long by penury control'd. 
Aud ſolitude, his ſoul her graces gan unfold; 


LIX. 1 
Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month loft in ſnow profound, 
X C 3. | When: 


1, 


* 


14 
1A | 


When Sol from Cancer ſends the feafon bland, 
And in their northern cave the ſtorms hath bound; 
From filent mountains, ſtraight with ſtartling ſound, 
Torrents are hurld ; green hills emerge; and lo, 
The trees with foliage, cliffs with flowers are crown'd ; 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go; 
And wander, love, and joy, the peaſant's heart o%erflow*, 


LX. 


Here paufe, my Gothic lyre, allittle while. 
The leiſure hour is all that thou canſt claim. 
But if ***#* on this labour ſmile, 

New ftrains ere long ſhall animate thy frame: 
And his applaufe to me is more than fame ; 
For {till with truth accords his tafte refined, 

At lucre or renown let others aim, 
I only wiſh to pleaſe the gentle mind, 

Whom nature*s charms inſpire and love of human kind. 


* Spring and Autumn are hardly known to the Laplanders. 
A bout the time the ſnn enters Cancer, their fields, which a 
Week before were covered with ſnow, appear of a ſudden full 
of grafs and flowers. 1 85 8 „ 
$teurrzuis's Hiſtory of Lapland, p. Gt» 
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PROGRESS or GENIUS. 


THE SECOND BOOK. 


-4 

Dactrina ſed vim promovet infitam,, | 

Raique cultus pectoro roborant. 5 p 
85 5 HoraT.. 


1. 


O F chance or change O let not man complain, 

Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail: af 

For, from the imperial dome, to where the ſwain: 

Rears the lone cottage in the filent dale, 

All th' affault of fortunes fickle gale z. 

Art, empire, earth itſelf, to change are doom'd ; 

Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 
And gulfs the mountain's mighty maſs entomb'd, 
And where th* Atlantick rolls wide continents have 
= bloom'd,* 1 


ö : 


| © bee Praro's Timens, 


9 * 
„„ 
But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor ſearch the ancient records of our race, 
To learn the dire effects of time and change, 
Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trace. 
Vet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd face, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repine: 93 
But ſpare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 
- Of candour, love, or ſympathy divine, 8 
Whate ber of fancy*s ray, or friendſhip's flame is mines. 
So I, obfequious to Truth's dread command, 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay, 
And ſmite the Gothie lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when I leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported: many a-day, 
Warbling and ſauntering careleſly along; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Each vale romantic, tuneful every tongue, 
Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſongs. 
333 IV. 
Periſn the lore that deadens young deſire? 
Is the ſoft tenor of my ſong no more. | 
Edwin, though loved of Heaven, muſt not aſpire 
To bliſs, which mortals never knew before. 
On trembling wings let youthful fancy ſoar, 
Nor always haunt the ſunny realms of joy 
But now and then the ſhades of life explore; 
Though many a ſound and fight of woe annoy. 
And many a qualm of care his riſing. hopes deſtroy;. _ 


— 


Ban | Vi 5 
Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows, 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower,.. 

Some tints of tranſient beauty may diſcloſe _ 
But ah it withers in the chilling hour. 
Mark yonder oaks : Superior to the power 
Of all the warring winds of heaven they riſe, ; 1 


I ww] 5 
i And from the ſtormy promontory tower, e 
And toſs their giant arms amid the ſkies . : 
Wo While each aſſailing blaſt encreaſe of ſtrength ſupplies, 


. 


And now the downy cheek and deepen'd voice 

Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime; 

And walks of wider circuit was his choice, 

And vales more wide, and mountains more ſublime. 

One evening as he framed the careleſs rhyme, 

It was his chance to wander far abroad, 

And o'er a lonely eminence to climb,  _ : 4 

Which heretofore his foot had never trode ; 
A vale appeared below, a deep retir'd abode, 


VII. 


= Thither he hied, enamour'd of the ſcene 1 
= For rocks on rocks piled, as by magic ſpell, - 
= Here ſcorch'd with lightning, there with ivy green, 
Fenced from the north and eaſt this ſavage dal z 
Southward a mountain roſe with eaſy ſwell, 
Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made; 
And towards the weſtern ſun a ſtreamlet fell, 
Where through the cliffs, the eye, remote, ſuryey'd 
Blue hills, andglittering waves, and ſkies in gold array d. 


VIII, 5 EC 


Along this narrow valley you might ſee | 
The wild deer ſporting on the meadow ground, 
And here-and there, a ſolitary tree, | ; 
Or moſſy ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown'd. 
Oft did the cliffs reyerberate the ſound 5 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high; 
And from the ſummit of that craggy mound 
The perching eagle-oft was heard to cry, 
Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ſky, 


IX. 


One cultivated ſpot there was, that ſpread 
id: 1 Its flowery boſom to the noonday beam, 0 
E To Where 


” f 


3 7 | oy: 


EEE RIF 
Where many a roſe- bud rears its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty tecm. 

- Sooth'd by the lulling ſound of grove and ſtream 
| Romantick viſions ſwarm on Edwin's ſoul : 
He minded not the ſun's laſt trembling-gleam, 
Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll 
When ſlowly on his ear theſe moving accents ſtole, 
7 | | | : | X. 1 ; ji i 
Hail awful ſcenes that calm the troubled breaſt, 
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© ſprings. 2h 

+ eg 7 ay | 

Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire? _ 

Then let the butterfly thy pride vpbraid :z— 

To friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire ? 

© It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid: | 
To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd ? 

They fear the thief, and tremble in the ſtorm ;— 
To hoſts, through carnage who to conqueſt wade ? 
* Beheld the victor vanquiſh*d by the worm! 
© Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſts can perform! 

; . Alb. | 

True dignity is his, whoſe tranquil mind 

© Virtue has raiſed above the things below, 

© Who, every hope and fear to heaven reſign'd, 

4 Shrinks not, though Fortune aim her deadlieſt blow.“ 

— This ſtrain from 'midſt the rocks was heard to flow. | 

In ſolemn ſounds. Now beam'd the evening ſtar 3 

And from embattled clouds emerging flow 

Cynthia came riding on her ſilver car; Re 
And hoary mountain- cliffs ſhone faintly from afar, 
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XIII. 


Soon did the ſolemn voice its theme renew; 
(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening ſtood) 


Ve tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 
£ Scorn'd by the wiſe and hated by the good! 


; « Ye only can engage the ſervile brood 


« Of Levity and Luſt, who, all their days, 3 


«£ Aſhamed of truth and liberty, have woo'd, 
© And hug'd the chain, that glittering on their gaze 


Seems to outſhine the pomp of heaven's empyreal blaze, 
XIV. ; EA Re hy 


Like them, abandon'd to Ambitions ſway, 

] ſought for glory in the paths of guile; 
And fawn'd and ſmil'd to plunder and betray, 
© Myſelf betray*d and plunder'd all the while: 
« So gnaw*d the viper the corroding file. 

But now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 

© Thole years of trouble and debaſement vile,. 
© Yet why ſhould I this cruel theme purſue ! 


} p Fly, fly, deteſted thoughts, for ever from my view, , 


AV. 


7 © The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care, 


And ſtorms of diſappointment all o'erpait, - 
© Henceforth no earthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 


: 9 This heart, where peace ſerenely ſhines at laſt. 


I lurk the more ſecure from fortune's blaſt, 


And if for me no treaſure be amaſs'd, 
And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 


4 


© And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 


| © Whoſe rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of fame. 


The end and the reward of toil is reſt. 
* Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 


» © Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſſeſs'd, 


© Whoever felt his weight of woe decreaſe ! 
. 


uh, 


e 
«„ Ah! what avails the love of Rome and Greece, 
© The lay heaven prompted, and harmonious ſtring, 
J be duſt-of Ophir, or Tyrean fleece, 
All that art, fortune, enterprize can bring, 
' © If envy, fcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring ! 


XVII. 
Let vanity adorn the marble t omb 


With trophies, rhymes, and ſcutcheons of rengwn, Wl 
In the deep dungeon of fome Gothic dome, | 
Where night and deſolation ever frown. 
Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down : 
Where a green graſſy turff is all I crave, 
<. With here and there a violet beſtrown, | 
© Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave 
© And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave. 


XVIII. 


© And thither let the village ſwain repair; 
- © And light of heart the village maiden gay, 
To deck with flowers her half-diſhevel'd hair, 
© And celebrate the merry morn of May. 
© There let the ſhepherd's pipe the live long day 
Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo; 
£ And when mild evening comes with mantle grey, 
© Let not the blooming band make haſte to go; 
No ghoſt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall know 


XIX. 


For though I fly to eſcape from Fortune's rage, 
£ And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 
© Yet with mankind no horrid war Iwage, 

e Vet with no impious ſpleen my breaſt is torn : 
For virtue loſt, and ruin'd man I mourn, 
© O Man, creation's pride, heaven's darling child, 
< Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn, OY 

Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled, 

© And all thy favourite haunts with blood and teariff 
© defiled! 2 i" 
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* Along one glittering ſæ y what glory ſtream s! 


What Majeſty attends night's lovely queen ! 
« Fair laugh our vallies in the vernal heams ; 
„And mountains rife, and oceans roll between, 
And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. 
But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 
What forms of mournful, loathſome, furious mein! 


n, «© © when ſhall that eternal morn appear, 
MH Theſe dreadful forms to chaſe, this choas dark to clear! 
„ O Thou, at whoſe creative ſmile, yon heaven, J 


4 In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, g Ie 
© Roſe from th* abyſs ; when dark Confuſion, driven 
« Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, Tk 
« Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing fight! 
O glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 
To blaſt the fury of oppreflive might, 

Melt the hard heart to love and merey's ſway, 
And chear the wandering ſoul, and light him on the way.“ 


XXII. 


Pilence enſued: and Edwin raiſed his eyes 

n tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 

And is it thus in courtly life* (he cries) - 

That man to man acts a betrayer's part? Fogg 
Ang dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 
© Each ſocial inftint, and ſublime defire !— | 
„Hail Poverty! if honour, wealth, and art, 

© If what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, 

Thus diſſipate and quench the ſoul's ethereal fire 1˙ 

5 [ues ,,,, en 

He ſaid, and turn'd away; nor did the Sage 
O'erhear, in ſilent oriſons Employee 
The Youth, his riſing ſorrow to aſſuage, 
Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy'd : | 
For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry. vod) 

The yellow moonlight eps on all the hills s 
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: Nor is the mind with ſtartling ſounds annoy'd, 

A ſoothing murmur the lone region fills, 

| Of | groves, and dying | gales, and melanchol y rills, # 


But he from day to day more anxious grew, 
The voice ſtill ſeem'd to vibrate on his ear. 
: Nor durſt he hope the Hermit's tale untrue; _ 
= - For man he ſeem'd to love, and heaven to fear; 
= And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 
© Yet, can man's gentle heart become fo fell! 
No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
My hours away, but ſeek the Hermit's cell; 
Tis he my doubt can clear, perhaps my care diſpcl.” 


0” XXV. 


At early dawn the Youth his journey took, _ ., 
And many a mountain paſs'd, and valley wide, 
Then reach'd the wild; where, in a flowery nook, 
And ſeated on a moſſy ſtone, he ſpied | 
An antient man: his harp lay him beſide, 
A ſtag ſprang from the paſture at his call, 
And, kneeling, lick'd the wither*d hand, that tied 
A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall, 

And hung his lofty neck with many a floweret ſmall, 


XXVI. ; 


And now the hoary ſage aroſe, and ſaw. 

The wanderer approaching : innocence 

Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modeſt awe 

Depreſs'd his eye, that fear*d to give offence, 

Who art thou, courteous ſtranger ? and from whence ? 

© Why roam thy ſteps to this abandond dale?“ 

© A ſhepherd-boy (the youth replied) far hence 

My habitation z hear my artleſs tale; 
Nor levity nor falſhood ſhall thine ear aſſail. | 


0 XXVII.. 
Late as I roam'd, intent on Nature's charms, 
© I reach'd at eve this wilderneſs profound ; * 
oy . ; * b 


5 And 
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And, leaning. where yon oak expands her arms, 


„ Heard theſe rude cliffs thine awful voice rebound, 


(For in thy fpeech I recogniſe; the ſound.) | 7 


© You mourn'd for ruin'd mar, and virtue loſt, 


And ſeem'd to: fel of keen, remorſe the wound, 
 .* Pondering on former days, by guilt engroſs*d, | 
© Oria the giddy ſtorm of dillipation toſs d. 


" "NAYEHE. ! 


«© But ſay, in courtly life can craft be learn'd, 
Where knowledge opens, and exalts the ſoul z 
Where fortune laviſhes her gifts unearn'd, 
Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal art control? 
© Is glory there atchiev'd by arts, as foul 
As thoſe which felons, fends, and furies plan? 
© Spiders enſnare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl 
Love is the godlike attribute of man. 

O teach a ſimple youth this myſtery to ſcan. 
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, & 
£ ” XI 8 : 
x 
, — "x 15 


© Or elſe the lamentable ſtrain diſclaim, 


© And give me back the calm, contented mind; 
„Which, late, exulting, view'd in Nature's frame,. 
© Goodneſs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, | 
© Grace, grandeur, and utility combine, 


© Reſtore thoſe tranquil days, that ſaw me ſtill 


* Well-pleaſed, with all, but moſt with humankind ; 
© When Fancy roam'd through Nature's works at will 


* Uncheck'd by cold diſtruſt, and uninform'd of ill.? 


XXX. 


1 " . 


Wouldſt thou (the ſage replied) in peace return | 


Jo the gay dreams of fond romantic youth, 


* Leave me to hide, in this remote ſojourn, 


From every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 


For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth | 
And indignation make thine eyes o*erflow, 


Alas]! what comfort could thy anguiſh ſooth, 


© Shouldſt thou th* extent of human folly know, 


, 


© Be ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to woe. 
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© If lone foul improve, I have” not lived in vain,” * 
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But let untender thoughts afar be driven 


Nor venture to arraign the dread decree: 
For know, to man, a candidate for heaven, 


The voice of The Eternal ſaid, Be free: 

© And this divine prerogative to then | 
Does virtue, happineſs, and heaven convey ; 

For virtue is the child of liberty, | 

© And happineſs of virtue; nor can they 

Be free to keep the path who are not free to ſtray. 


„e. 


© Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief, 


© Which elſe might thy young virtue overpower z 


And in thy converſe 1 ſhall find relief, 

When the dark ſhades of melancholy lower; 
For folttude has many a dreary hour, 
Even when exempt from grief, remorſe, and pain: 
Come often then; for, haply, in my bower, 

* Amuſement, knowledge, wiſdom thou may*ſt gain: 


* 


. 
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And now, at length, to Edwin's ardent gaze 
The mufe of hiftory unrolls her page. 
But few alas! che ſcenes her art Kfptays, 
Fo'charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 


And languiſh in the duſt, and claſp the abandon'd urn, 


© « Hands rench'd in blood, and breaſts begire with teel 


And ſtraight their flames with tenfold fierceneſs burn : 
Here ſmiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage, 
But 40, ere long, is left alone to mourn, 


* 


XXXIV. 


Ah, what avails (he aid) to trace the ſprings 1 


That whirl of empire the ſtupendous wheel 
« Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 


© To 


4 


rn. 


To 


1 
© To thoſe, whom Nature taught to think and feel, 
Heroes, alas! are things of ſmall concern, 
Could Hiſtery man's ſecret heart reveal, 
And what imports a heaven-born mind to learn, 
Her tranſcripts to explore, what boſom would not yearn ! 
tim; „ 5 
© This praiſe, O Cheronean Sage“, is thine 
(Why ſhould this praiſe to thee alone belong !) 
© All elſe from Nature's moral path decline, 
' © Lured by the toys that captivate the throng z 
© To herd in cabinets and camps, among 
-© Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride z 
© Or chaunt of heraldry the drowſy ſong, 
| © How tyrant blood, o'er many a region. wide, 
* Rolls to a thouſand thrones its execrable tide... 


XXXVI. 


O who] of mam the ſtory will unfold, G 

* Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, : 

© In that Elyſian age (miſnamed of gold) 

© The age of love, and innocence, and joy, | 

When all were great and free ! man's fole employ 

* To deck the boſom of his parent earth; 

Or towards his bower the murmuring ſtream decoy, 

To aid the floweret's long-expeRed birth, | 
And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of mirth, 


XXXVII. 


* Sweet were your ſhades, O ye primeval groves, 
* Whoſe boughs to man his food. and ſhelter lent, - 
Put in his pleaſures, happy in his loves, 
His eyes ſtill ſmiling, and his heart content. 
Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport, and Labour went. 
Nature ſupplied the wiſh ſhe taught to crave. 
None prowled for prey, none watch'd to circumyent, 
* To all an equal lot Heaven's bounty gave : 
No vaſſal fear'd his lord, no tyrant fear'd his ſlave. 
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YH © But ah! th' Hiftorick Mufe has never dard 

© To pferce thoſe hallow'd bowers : *tis Fancy's beam 

© © Pour'd on the viſion of th' enraptured Bard, 
E hat paints the charms: of that delicious theme. 

| Then hail ſweet fancy's ray ! and hail the dream 

© That weans the weary ſoul from/guilt and woe! 

_ © Careleſs what others of my choice may deem, 

I long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 

© And meditate on heaven; enough of earth I know. 


„ + +. Il 
] cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replicd) 
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c 
For foft and ſmooth are Fancy's flowery ways. 
* And yet, even there, if left without a guide, 

Ee 


The young adventurer unſafely plays. 
Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays 
© In modeft Truth no light nor beauty find. 
 Andwho, my child, would truſt the meteor-blaze, | 
© That foon muſt fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 
More dark and helpleſs far, than if it ne'er had ſhi ned 


XL. $49 


Fancy enervates, while it ſooths the heart, he 
And, while it dazzles, wounds the mental fight : 
To joy each heightening charm it can impart, 
y © But wraps- the hour of woe .in tenfold night. 
And often, where no real ills affright, £4 
© Its viſionary fiends, an endleſs train, 
© Aſſail with equal or ſuperior might, 
« And through the throbhing heart, and dizzy brain 
And ſhivering nerves,ſhoot ſtings of more than mortal pain. 
XLI. 


\ 


And yet, alas! the real ills of life 
Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared, 
© Prepared for patient, long, laborious ſtrife, 
Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 

„ . „ | 55 E W. 
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We fare on earth as other men have fared ? 
Were they ſucceſsful ? Let not us deſpair. 
« Was diſappointment oft their ſole reward ? 
c Yet ſhall their tale inſtruct, if it declare, 

c How the * 9 borge the load ourſelves are e doom d to ben. 


XIII. 1 8 1 41 8 


„What dure «the Higotie Muſe adorn, from. ſpoils, 
And blood, and tyrants, when ſhe wings her flight, 

- To hail che patriot Prince, whoſe pious toils et 
c Sacred to ſcience, liberty, and right, | 
< And peace, through every. age divinely bright 

© Shall ſhine the boaſt and wonder of mankind ! 
Sees yonder ſun from his meridian got a 

A lovelier ſcene, than Virtue thus inſhrined 
In power, and man with man for mutual aid combined, 


XIII. 


© Hall ſacred Pokey, by Freedom rear'd ! 

© Hail ſacred Freedom, when by Law refirain'd! 

© Without you what were man? A groveling herd 

„In darkneſs,. wretchednefs, and want enchain'd. 

Sublimed by you, the Greek and Roman reign'd 

© In arts unrival'd: O, to lateſt days, 

© In Albion may your influence unprofaned ; 

© To gadlike worth the generous boſom raiſe, $6542. 008 
And Promee 195 Sage's lore, and fire the por: 3 Las ; 


XLIV. 


But now let other themes our care engage. 
1 For lo, with modeſt yet majeſtic grace, 
To curb Imagination's lawleſs rage, 1 
© And from within the cheriſh*d heart to brace, | 
_ © Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race | 
© By Indolence and moping Fancy bred, 
6 Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 8 
And Hope and Courage brighten in their ſtead, 
© While on te kindling foul her vital Wr are e ſheds 
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Then waken from long — — to lifex 
The ſeeds of happineſs, and powers of thought: : 
Then jarting appetites forego their ſtrife, 

HA ſttife by ignorance to madneſs wrought, 

© Pleaſure by ſavage man is dearly bought 

© With fell revenge, luſt that defies controul, _ 
With gluttony and death. The mind untaught 
© Is a dark waſte, where fiends and tempeſts howl g 


* As Fhœbus to the world, is Science to the Soul. 


0 And 8 now through . Time, and Space, 
8 3 the keen luſtre of her ſerious eye, 
„And l ae from facts compared the laws to trace, | 
© Whole long progreflion leads to Deity. 
Can mortal ſtrength preſume to ſoar fo high! 
Can mortal ſight, fo oft bedim'd with tears, 
Such glory bear !-for lo, the thadows fly 
From Nature's face; Confuſion diſappears, 


4 And order charms * 0 and harmony the ears. 


A 


In the 3 N gs of the grove, no more 

The hag unſeen, and griſly phantom dwell 7 

Nor 1n the fall af. mountain-ſtream, or roar 

Of winds, is heard che angry ſpirits yell; 

No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell 

Nor finks convulfive in prophetic ſwoon ; 

Nor hids the noife of drums and trumpets ſwell, 

To eaſe of fancied pangs the labouring moon, 

7 Or chaſe the Ms that ots the blazing orb of noon. 


a a @ & a «a „ 


A 


2 The 3 of the Pltlofolbic Spirit, —in humanizing the 
mind, and preparing it for intellectual exertion and delicate pleaſure 3 
—in exploring, by the help of geometry, the ſyſtem of the uni- 
verſe ;—in baniſhing ſoperſtition 3 —in promoting navigation, agri- 
culture, medicine, and moral and political ſcience: from Stanza 
ALV, to Stanza v. 
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XLVIII. 
Many a long: lingering year, in lonely ib 
© Stun'd with th' eternal turbulence of waves, 


Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn? d to ſmile, 
And trembling hands, the famiſh'd native craves 


Of Heaven his wretched fare: ſhivering i In Caves, 
Or ſcorch*d on rocks, he pines from day to day; 
© But Science gives the word; and lo, he braves 55 


Ihe ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 
And to a bappier land wafts merril y away. 


XLIX. 


« And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 
With the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, |: 
Her bounty, unimproved, is deadly bane : 


* 


© Dark woods and rankling wilds, from ſhore to ſhore, 
Stretch their enormous gloom; which to explore 


Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightlieſt mood; 


s For there, each 2 gleams with luſt and gore, 


Neſtles each mur 


erous and each monſtrous breod, 


Plague luke very ſhade, and ſteams from every flood, 


L. 


© *Twas from Philoſophy man learned to tame 

© The ſoil by plenty to intemperance fed. 

© Lo, from the echoing ax, and thundering fame, 
5 Poiſon and plague and yielding rage are fled. 

© The waters, burſting fram their ſlimy bed, 
Bring health and melody to every vale: _ 
And, from the breezy main and mountain's bead, 
Ceres and Flora, to the ſunny dale, 


- 


Tc To ſan theirglowing n invite the Suiterian) gale; 


II. 


What dire neceſſities on every Band 

* Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require 95 

© Of foes inteſtine what a numerous band 

* Againſt this little throb of life confpire ! | 
Vet Science can elude their fatal ire 


© A while, and turn afide Death's level'd en pn | 


© Sooth the ſharppang, allay the fever's fire, 


And brace the nerves once more, and cheer the heart, 


And yet a few ſoft nights and balmy days impart. 


Ner 


© How ſweet the words of truth breathed fromthel 


# 


Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 5 
Science exerts her all- compoſing ſway. _ 
Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 


a «a 


Or pines to Indolence and Spleen a prey, 


6 

Cc 

© Or Avarice, a fiend more fierce than they ? 
© Flee to the ſhade of Academus? grove ; | 
Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away 
© In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove 


un. 


© What cannot/Art and Induſtry perform, | 


© When Science plans the progrels of their toil ! 
© They ſmile at penury, diſeaſe, and ſtorm; 

© And oceans from their mighty mounds recoil, 
© When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embroil 
7 Aland, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
Order transforms to anarchy and ſpoil, -- 

© Deep-verſed in man the philoſophic Sage 


ips of Love, 


E Prepares with lenient hand their phienzy'to aſſuage. 


| LIV. 
6 Tische alone, whoſe comprehenſive mind, 
From ſituation, temper, ſoil, and clime 
< Explored, a nation's various power can bind 
© And various orders, in one Form ſublime 
Of polity, that, midſt the wrecks of time, 
Secure ſhall lift its head on high, nor fear 
© Th* affault of foreign or domeſtic crime, 
While public faith, and public love ſincere, 


And Induſtry and Law maintain their ſway ſevere.” 


Enraptured by the Hermit's ſtrain, the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 
And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 


by 


New energies, and charms unknown before, 
His mind diſcloſes : Fancy now no more 


Wantons on fickle pinion through the ſkies z : 
But, fix*d in aim, and conſcious of her power, 


Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to riſe, 
Creation's blended ſtores arranging as ſhe flies, 


5 


My WW 80 


ap ph n * 2 2 SKY "0 
„ 
8. * 2 . 2 8 2 ol 3 
rr 1 - —2 _ l 


STE” ORR OT 


tn ASL FE A ; 
wo =" wc MT LLC r 

S . r 
W W n 


S 


2 


e 1 2 2 
— 8 
5: — A e YE; 
e 


. 


| "TS would I ſing (uch yet ane remains). : an 1 
What ſweet delirium o' er his boſom ſtole, 


His deep — melody *gan to roll: | 
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Nor love of novelty Hine? inſpite, as 
Their laws and nice dependencies co an; ks 
For, mindful of the aids that life requirgs, © © 
And of the ſervices man owes to man, X 
He meditates new arts on Nature's plan 5 
The cold deſponding breaſt of Sloth to warm, | 
The flame of Induſtry and Genius „ 1 


4 . 


And Emulation's noble rage alarm, __ „„ 


And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to Gerd. 


LVII. 


But She who ſet on fire his intent . e 
And all his dreams, and all his den Wired A 
And bleſs'd the Muſe and her celeſtial art, 

Still claim'd ch? Enthuſiaſt's fond and firſt he 

From Nature's beauties variouſly compared 

And variouſly combined, he learns to fra m 
Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the N J 
While boundleſs hopes and boundleſs views. Ae, 


a 75 3 
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Enamour'd conſeerates to never. d ying fame, 


LVIII. | <a Us 


Of TERS with cumberſome, though pompous mov, 
Edwin would oft his flowery rhime deface, 
Through ardour to adorn; but Nature now 

To his experienced eye a modeſt ieee won 
Preſents, where Ornament the ſecond place 
Holds to intrinſic worth and juſt deſign 
Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace 

Tempers his rage : he owns:her charm divine, 


A 


| And clears th* ADs phraſe, and O_ th? v unwieldy li line. 


LIX. Ty ky 
N 0 184 PR 


When the great Shepherd of the e. er * 


® Vaangtt.' Fain . 


=) 


And, ming mite 


1 4 7 


| Fain would 1 fl ing, "Ui tranſport ſtorm · d his ſoul, 


How the red current throbb'd his veins Bangs | 
-When, like Pelides, bold Nee eee THR” 
Gracefully terrible, ſublimely ſtron | 


POND raiſed 1 to en the loud, 1 imperuous fos on A 


1 LX. 1. 


And how his ue ehough rude her firſt eg, eg 

Now ſ{k#!*d' to ſooth, to 2 to complain, 

Warbling at will through each 
Mas taught to modulate the artful ſtrain, 


armonious maze, | 


1 fain would fing :—but ah! J ſtrive in vain, 
Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound, 


With trembling 1 to join yon weeping train, 


I haſte, where fr ams funeral glare around 
jeks of was the knells of death reſound. 


Adien, OAT: that 28 s flowers adord, 
The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind ! 
He ſleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 


He, whom each Virtue fired, each grace refined, 


Friend, teacher, pattern, darling 0 
e ſleeps i in duſt. Ah, how ſball T purſue 


mankind ! " 


My theme ! —— To heart-conſuming grief reſign d 

Here on this recent grave I fix my view, 

And pout m y: bitter tears.—Ye 1 lays, a adicu ! 
"Oo! „ wy 


Art thou, my Gere, for ever fled 1 
And am I left to unavailing woe ! 


When fortune's ſtorms affail this weary head, 


Where cares long ſince have ſhed untimely ſnow, 
Ah, now for comfort whitherſhall. Igo! | 
No more thy eee voice my anguiſh chears: 
Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no e e glow, \ 
My hopes to cheriſh, and allay my fears. — 


"Tis meet that Lhould mourn fo forth afreſh my tears. 


@ This excellent perſon [died e on * 10th f Fe · 


bruary, 1773. * concluſion of the poem was uritten '2 few 
ys after. | 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HERE is ſomething Ro- 
| maatic in the Story of the fol - 
lowing Po REM; but the Author has 
his!reaſon for believing that there is 
ſomething likewiſe, Authentic. On 
the ſimple Circumſtances of the an- 
cient Narative, from which He firſt 
borrowed his Idea, thoſe Reagons_ 
are principally founded, and they are 
ſupported by others, with which in 
| a Work of this Kind, to trouble his 
| Readers would be ſuperfluous. 
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* 
OWEN of CAR RON. 


Ox Canron's fide the primroſe pale, 
Why does it wear a purple hue? 
Ye maidens fair of Marlivale, | 
Why ſtream your eyes with pity's dew ? | 
"Tis all with gentle Owe 's blood 
| That purple grows the primroſe pale 
That pity pours the tender flood 
From each fair eye in Marlivale, 


The evening ſtar ſate in his eye, 

The ſun his golden treſſes gave, 
| The north's pure morn her orient dye, 
To him who reſts in yonder grave ! 


Beneath no high, hiſtoric ſtone, 

Tho? nobly born, is Owe nw laid, 
Stretch'd on the green woods lap alone, 
He ſleeps beneath the waving ſhade. 


There many a flowery race hath ſprung, 
And fled before the mountain gale, 
Since firſt his ſimple dirge ye ſung ; 
Ye maidens fair of Marlivale! 
Yet ſtill, when May with fragrant feet 
Hath wander*d o'er your meads of gold, 
That Dirge I hear ſo ſimply ſweet | 
Far echoed from each evening fold, | 
| Eq: 'T was 


IT. | 
"Twas in the pride of WiLLiam's ® Days, 
When Scotland's honours flouriſhed ſtill, 
That Moray's Earl, with mighty ſway, 
Bore rule o'er many a Highland hill. 


And far for him their fruitful ſtore 
The faireſt plains of Carron ſpread, 

In Fortune rich, in offspring poor, 
An only daughter crown'd his Bed, 


Oh! write not poor—the wealth that flows ; 
In waves of Gold round India's throne, 

All in her ſhining breaſt that glows, 
To Ellen's + charms, were earth and ftone. 


For her the youth of Scotland ſigh'd, 

The Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grave, 

And ſmoother Italy applied, | 
And many an Engliſh Baron brave. 


In vain by foreign arts aſſail'd. 
No foreign loves her breaſt beguile, 
And England's honeſt valour fail'd, 
Paid with a cold but courteous ſmile. 


« Ah! woe to thee, young Nithiſdale, 
4% That o'er thy cheek thoſe roſes ſtray'd, 
„ Thy breath, the violet of the vale, 
„Thy voice, the muſic of the ſhade ! 


# William the Lyon, King of Scotland. 
| The Lady Ellen, only daughter of John Earl of Morray, be- 
trothed to the Earl of Nit hiſdale, and afterwards to the Earl Bar- 
nard, was eſte emed one of the fineſt women in Europe, inſomuch 
that ſhe had ſeveral ſuitors and admirers from Foreign Courts. 
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4 Ah ! woe to thee that Ellen's love 
« Alone to thy ſoft tale wou'd yield! 

« For ſoon thoſe gentle arms ſhall prove 
„ The conflict of a ruder field.“ 


Twas thus a wayward ſiſter ſpoke, 

And caſt a rueful glance behind, 

As from her dimwood glen ſhe broke, 
And mounted on the moaning wind. 


he ſpoke and vaniſh'd more n N 


Than Moray's rocks, when ſtorms inveſt, 
The valiant youth by Ellen lov'd 
With aught that fear, or fate ſuggeſt. 


For love, methinks, hath power to raiſe 


The ſoul above a vulgar ſtate; 
Th' unconquer' d banners he diſplays 
Controul our fears, and fix our fate. 


III. 


"Twas when, on ſummer's ſofteſt eve, 
Of clouds that wander'd weſt away, 

Twilight with gentle hand did weave 
Her fairy robe of night and day, 


When all the mountain gales were ſtill, 
And the wave ſlept againſt the ſhore, 

And the ſun, ſank beneath the hill, 
Left his laſt ſmile on Lemmermore, * 


Led by thoſe waking dreams of thought 
That warm the yogng unpraQtis'd breaſt, 
Her wonted bower ſweet Ellen ſought, 
And Carton murmur'd near, and ſooth'd her into reſt. 


A chain of mountains running through Scotland from Eaſt 
to Weſt, 5 5 


— 
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There is ſome kind and courtly ſprite, 
That o'er the realm of fancy reigns, 
Throws ſunſhine on the maſk of night, 
And ſmiles at ſlumber's powerleſs chains; 


Tis told and I believe the tale, 

At this ſoft hour the ſprite was there, 
And ſpread with fairer flowers the vale, 
And filPd with ſweeter ſounds the air. 


A bower he fram'd (for he could frame 
What long might weary mortal wight: 
| Swift as the lightning's rapid flame 
| Darts on the unſuſpecting fight.) 
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Such bower he fram'd with magic hand 
As well that wizard bard hath wove, 

In ſcenes where fair Armida's Wand 
Wav'd all the witcheries of love. 


Yet was it wrought in ſimple ſne z 
Nor Indian Mines nor orient ſhores 

Had lent their glories here to glow, 
Or yielded here their ſhining ſtores, 


All round a poplar's trembling arms 
The wild roſe wound her damaſk flower ; 
The woodbine lent her ſpicy charms, | - R 
That loves to weave the lover's bower, 


The aſh that courts the mountain-air, 
In all her painted blooms array*d, 

The wilding's bloſſom bluſhing fair, 
Combin'd to form the flowery ſhade. 


With thyme that loves the brown hill's breaſt, 

The cowſlip's ſweet reclining head, 
The violet of ſky woven veſt, 
Was all the fairy ground beſpread, 
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| But, who is he, whoſe locks ſo fair 
= Adown his manly ſhoulders flow? 
Beſide him lies the hunter's ſpear, 
Beſide him ſleeps the warrior's bow. 


Ae bends to Ellen— (gentle ſprite, 
Thy ſweet ſeduQive arts forbear) 
He courts her arms with fond delight, 
And inſtant vaniſhes in air. 


# | v. 


Haſt thou not found at early dawn 5 
= Some ſoft ideas melt away, 5 5 
lf o'er ſweet vale, or flowery lawn, : 
The ſprite of dreams hath bid thee ſtray ? 


Haſt thou not ſome fair object ſeen, 
And when the fleeting form was paſt, 
Still on thy memory found its mein, 
And felt the fond idea laſt ? | 9 . 


Thou haſt—and oft the pictur'd view, 
Seen in ſome viſion counted vain, 


Has ſtruck th 2 eye ane, 
And brought the long loſt dream again. 


With warrior-bow, with hunter's ſpear, 
= With locks adown his ſhoulders ſpread, 
W Young Nithiſdale is ranging near 
= He's ranging near yon mountain's head. 


Scarce had one pale moon paſs'd away, 
And fill'd her ſilver urn again, 

W hen in the devious chace to ſtray, 

Afar from all his woodland train. 


To Carron's banks his fate conſign'd, 
| And, all to ſhun the fervid hour, 
He ſought ſome friendly ſhade to find, 


And found the viſionary bower. 
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Led by the golden ſtar of love, 


Sweet Ellen took her wonted way, 


And in the deep defending Grove 


Sought refuge from the fervid day.— 
Oh !—who is he whoſe ringlets fair 


Diſorder'd o'er his green veſt flow, 
Reclin'd in reſt—— whoſe ſunny hair 
Half hides the fair cheek's ardent glow ? 


*'Tis he, that ſprite's illuſive gueſt, 
(Ah me! that ſprites can fate controul !) 


That lives ſtill imag'd on her breaſt, 


That lives ſtill pictur'd in her ſoul, 


As when ſome gentle ſpirit fled 
From earth to breathe Elyſian air, 
And, in the train whom we call dead, 
Perceives its long-lov'd partner there, 


Soft, ſudden pleaſure ruſhes o'er, 


Reſiſtleſs, o'er its airy frame, 
To find its future fate reſtore 
The object of its former flame, 


So Ellen tood-——leſs power to move 
Had he, who bound in ſlumber's chain, 
Seem'd haply, o'er his hills to rove, 
And wind his woodland chaſe again, 


She ſtood, but trembled——mingled fear 
And fond delight and melting love 

Seiz'd all her ſoul, ſhe came not near, 
She came not near that fated grove. 


She ſtrives to fly—from wizard*s-wand 

As well might powerleſs captive fly) 
The new cropt flower falls from her hand 
Ah! fall not with that flower to die. 
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| Haſt thou not ſeen ſome azure gleam 

| Smile in the morning's orient eye, 

And ſkirt the redd*ning clouds ſoft beam 
What time the ſun was haſting nigh ? 


Thou haſt=—and thou canſt fancy well 
As any muſe that meets thine ear, 
The ſoul-ſet eye of Nithiſdale, 
When wak'd, it fix'd on Ellen near. 


Silent they gaz'd that filence broke; 
Hail Goddeſs of theſe groves, he cried 
O let me wear thy gentle yoke, | 
O let me in thy ſervice bide. 


For thee Ill climb the mountain ſteep, 

= *<© Unwearied chaſe the deſtin'd prey, 
For thee I'll pierce the wild-wood deep, 
| © And part the ſprays that vex thy way, 


3 


For thee . O ſtranger, ceaſe,” ſhe ſaid, 


And ſwift away, like Daphne, flew, 
But Daphne's flight was not delay'd 
By aught that to her boſom grew. 


*Twas Atalanta's golden fruit, 
The fond idea that confin d 
Fair Ellen's ſteps, and bleſs'd his ſuit, + . 
Who was not far, not far behind. 


vin. 
O love! wichin thoſe golden vales, 
Thoſe genial airs where thou waſt born, 
| Where nature liſtening thy ſoft tales, 


; Leans on the roſy breaſt of morn, 
Ia „„ 


Where 


[ 50 } 


Where the ſweet Smiles, the Graces dwell, 
And tender ſighs the heart emove, 
In filent eloquence to tell | 

Thy tale, O foul ſubduing love! 


Ah! where fore ſhould grim Rage be nigh, 
And dark Diſtruſt with changeful face, 
And Jealouſy*s reverted eye 3 

Be near thy fair, thy favour'd place? 


- Earl Barnard was of high degree, 
And Lord of many a Lowland Hind, 
And long for Ellen love had he, 
' Had love, but not of gentle kind. 


From Moray*s Halls her abſent hour 

He watch'd with all a Miſer's care: 

The wide Domain, the princely Dower 
Made Ellen more than Ellen fair. 


Ah wretch ! to think the liberal ſoul 
May thus with fair affection part! 
Though Lothian's vales thy ſway controul, 
Know, Lothian is not worth one heart. 


Studious he marks her abſent hour, 
And winding far where Carron flows, 

Sudden he ſees the fated bower, | 
And red rage on his dark brow glows. 


For who is he ?—tis Nithisdale ! 
And that fair form with arm reclin'd - 

On his ?—'"tis Ellen of the vale, | 
"Tis ſhe (O powers of vengeance !) kind, 


Should he that vengeance ſwift purſue ? 
No—that would all his hopes deſtroy ? 
Moray would vaniſh from his view, | 
And rob him of a Miſer's joy. 
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F 
Unſeen to Moray*s Halls he hies — 
He calls his ſlaves, his ruffian band, 
And haſte to yonder groves, he cries, 


« And ambuſh'd lie by Carron's ſtrand, 


What time ye mark from bower or glen, 
A gentle lady take her way, 

s To diſtance due, and far from ken, 
Allow her length of time to ſtray. 


Then ranſack ſtraight that range of groves, 
With hunter's ſpear, and veſt of green, 
If chance, a roſy ſtrippling roves, — 
Ve well can aim your arrows keen.“ 


nd now the ruffian flaves are nigh, 
And Ellen takes her homeward Way: 
W bough ftay*d by many a tender ſigh, 
She can no longer, longer ſtay, 


W cnfive, againſt yon poplar pale 
The lover leans his gentie heart, 
evolving many a tender tale, 


And wondering ſtill how they could part. 


hree arrows pierc'd the deſert air, 

Ere yet his tender dreams depart 3 

nd one ſtruck deep his forehead fair, 
And one went through his gentle heart. 


ove's waking dream is loſt in ſleep- 
He lies beneath yon poplar pale; 

h! could we marvel ye ſhould weep 3 
Te maidens fair of Marlivale ! 


1 


Then all the mountain gales were ſtill, 
And the wave flept againt the ſhore, 
nd the ſun, ſunk beneath che hill, 
Left his laſl ſmile on Lemmermore; 


fp 3 — 


Sweet 


, 


= - >Sweet Ellen takes her wonted way 

| Along the fairy-featur*d vale, | 

bi Bright o'er his wave does Carron play, 
j = And ſoon ſhe'}] meet her Nitkiſdale. 17 


She*ll meet him ſoon—for at her ſight 
Swift as the mountain deer he ſped ; 

The evening ſhades will fink in night, — 
Where art thou, loitering lover, fled ?- 


O ! ſhe will chide thy trifling ſtay, 
E*en now the ſoft reproach ſhe frames : 
Can lovers brookſuch long delay? 
Lovers that boaſt of ardent flames !“ 


. He comes not—weary with the chace, 
Soft flumber o er his eyelids throws 
Her veil we?ll ſteal one dear embrace, 
We'll gently ſteal on his repoſe. 


Ibis is the bower—we'll ſoftly tread— 
He {leeps beneath yon poplar pale—, 
Lover, if e'er thy hcart has bled, 
Thy heart will far forego my tale ! 


XI. 


Ellen is not in princely bower, 
She's not in Moray's ſplendid train z 
Their miſtreſs dear at midnight hour, 
Her weeping maidens ſeek in vain, 


# Her pillow ſwells not deep with down, 

„For her no balms their ſweets exhale : 

Her limbs are on the pale turf thrown, 
Preſs*d by her lovely cheek as pale. 


On that fair cheek, that flowing hair, 
That broom its yellow leaf bath ſhed, 
And the chill mountain's early air 20199 
Blows wildly o'er her beauteous head. 


„„ 
As the ſoft tar of orient Day, 
When clouds involve his ly light, 
Darts through the gloom a tranſient ray, 
And leaves the world once more to night; 


Returning life illumes her eye, 
And flow its languid orb unfolds 
What are thoſe bloody arrows nigh ?. 
Sure, bloody arrows ſhe beholds ! 


What was the form ſo ghaſily pal, 
That low beneath the poplar lay? 


Twas ſome poor youth—* Ah Nithifdale f* 


She ſaid, and ſilent funk away, 
XII, 


The morn is on the mountains ſpread, . 


The woodlark trills his liquid ſtrain— 


Can morn's ſweet muſic raiſe the dead? 
Give the ſet eye its ſoul again? 


A ſhepherd of that gentler mind, 
Which nature not profuſely yields, 

Seeks in theſe lonely ſhades to find 

Some wanderer from his little fields, 


Aghaſt he ſtands—and ſimple fear 
O'er all his paly viſage glides ——_ 
Ah me ! what means this miſery here ? 
„What fate this lady fair betides?” 


He bears her to his friendly home, N 
When life he finds, has but retir'd; 
With haſte he frames the lover's tomb, 
For his is quite, is quite bo ! 
2 


O hide 
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£ O hide me in thy humble Bower, 
Returning late to life, ſhe ſaid; 

4 Tl bind thy crook with many a flower; 
Wich many a roſy wreath thy head, 


© Good ſhepherd, haſte to yonder grove, 
© And if my love aſleep is laid, 

Oh! wake him not; but ſoftly move 

Some pillow to that gentle head. 


Sure, thou wilt know him, ſhepherd ſwain, 
Thou know'ſt the ſun riſe o'er the ſeam 
But Oh ! no lamb in all thy train 

Was e'er ſo mild, ſo mild as he.” 


6 His head is on the wood-moſs laid; 

I did not wake his ſlumber deep 
Sweet ſings the redbreaſt o'er the ſhade— 

« Why, gentle lady, would you weep ** 


As flowers that fide in burning day, 
At evening find the dew-drop dear, 


- But hercer feel the noon-tide ray, 


When ſoften'd by the nightly tear; 


Returning in the flowing tear, | 
This lovely flower more ſweet than they, 

Found her fair ſoul, and wandering near, 
The ſtranger, Reaſon, croſs d her way. 


Found her fair foul-=Ak ! ſo to find 
Was but more dreadful grief to know ! 

Ah! ſure the privilege of mind 

Can not be worth the wiſh of woe. 


On 


[5s] 
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On melancholy's ſilent urn 
A ſofter ſhade of ſorrow falls, 

But Ellen can no more return, 
No more return to Moray's Halls. 


Beneath the low and lonely ſhade 
The flow conſuming hour ſhe'll weep, 
Till nature ſeeks her laſt-left aid 
In the ſad, ſombrous arms of ſleep. 


© Theſe jewels all unmeet for me, | 

© Shalt thou,” ſhe ſaid, * good ſhepherd, take; 
* Theſe gems will purchaſe gold for thee, 

And theſe be thine for Ellen's fake. 


© So fail thou not, at eve and morn, 

© The roſemary*s pale bough to bring 
Thou know'ſt where J was found forlorn— 
Where thou haſt heard the redbreaſt ſing. 


Heedful I'Il tend thy flocks the while, 
Or aid thy ſhepherdeſs's care, 

For I will ſhare her humble toil, 

And I her friendly roof will ſhare,” 


XV. 


And now two longſome years are paſt 
In luxury of lonely pain 
The lovely mourner, found at laſt, 
To Moray's Halls is borne again. 


Yet has ſhe left one object dear, 90 

That wears Love's ſunny eye of joy | 
| Is Nithiſdale reviving here? | ; 
Or is it but a ſhepherd's boy? 
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131 
By Carron's ſide a ſhepherd's boy, 


He binds his vale- flowers with the reed h 


He wears love's ſunny eye of joy, oi 
And birih helittle ſeems to heed, * 


. 
But ah! no more his infant ſleep: 
_ Cloſes beneath a mother's ſmile, A 
Who, only when it clos'd would weep,, 
- And yield to tender woe the while. 


No more, with fond attention dear, 
She ſeeks th* unſpoken with to find; 

No more ſhall the, with pleaſure's tear,, 
See the ſoul waxing into mind. 


— 


: XVII. 
Does nature bear a tyrant's breaſt ? 
Is ſhe the friend of ſtern contreul? 
Wears ſhe the deſpot's purple veſt; 
Or fetters ſhe the free born ſoul? 


Where, worſt of tyrants, is thy claim, 
In chains thy children's breaſts to bind ?: 
Sav'ſt thou the Promothean flame? 

The incommunicable mind? 


Thy offspring are great Nature's free, | | ; 
And of her fair dominion heirs ; | | 

Each privile e ſhe gives to thee 3 
Know, that each privilege is theirs, 


They have thy feature, wear thine eye,, | p 
Perhaps ſome feelings of thy heart; 
And wilt thou their Iov'd hearts deny 


To act their fair, their proper patt? 


The 
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The Lord of Lothian's fertile vale, 

III fated Ellen, claims thy hand: 

Thou knowꝰſt not that thy Nithiſdale- 
Was low laid by his ruffian-band. 


And Moray with unfather'd eyes, 
Fix*d on fair Lothian's fertile dale, 
Attends his human ſacrifice, 
Without the Grecian painter's veil. 


O married love I thy bard ſhall own,. 
Where two congenital ſouls unite, 
Thy golden chain's inlaid with-dowa,. 
Thy lamp's with heaven's own ſplendor bright, 


But if no radiant ſtar of love  _ 
O Hymen! ſmile on thy fair rite, a 
Thy chain a wretched weight ſhall prove, 
Thy lamp a fad ſepulchral light. 


XIX.. 


And now has Time's ſlow wandering wing: _ 
Borne many a year unmark'd with ſpeed ———.. 
Where is the boy by Carron's ſpring, 
Who bound his vale-flowers with the reed? 


Ah me! thoſe flowers he binds no more; 
No early charm returns again; py 
The parent, nature keeps in Gore. 

Her beſt joys for her little. train.. 


No longer-heed the ſun-beam bright. 
That plays on Carron's breaſt he can, 
Reaſon has lent her quiver'd light, J's * 
And ſhewn the chequer'd field of man. 


** 


As 
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As the firſt human heir of earth 
With penſive eye himſelf ſurvey'd 
And, all unconſctons of his birth, 
Sate thoughtful oft in Edens*s ſhade : 
In penſive thought ſo Owen ftray*d. 
Wild Carron's lonely woods among, 
And once, within their greeneſt glade, 
He fondly fram'd this ſimple ſong : 


XXI. 5 
Why is this crook adorn'd with gold? 
Why am I tales of ladies told ? 


Why does no labout me employ, 
If I am but a ſbepherd*s boy ? 


A filken veſt like mine ſo green, 
In ſhepherd's hut I have not ſeen— 
Why ſhould I in ſuch veſture joy, 
If I am but a ſhepherd's boy? 


T know it is no ſhepherd's art 

His written meaning to impart 
They teach me, ſure, an idle toy, 
If I am but a ſhepherd*s boy? | 


This bracelet bright that binds my arm 
It could not come from ſhepherd's farm; 
It only would that arm annoy, 

If l were but a ſhepherds boy. 


And, O thou ſilent picture fair, 

That lov'ſt to ſmile upon me there, 
O ſay, and fill my heart with joy, 
That I am not a ſhepherd's boy, 


1 
on © 
Ah lovely youth ! thy tender lay 

May not thy gentle life prolong 


See'ſt thou yon nightingale a prey; 
| The fierce hawk hovering o'er his ſong ? 


His little heart is large with love: 
He ſweetly hails his evening ſtar, 
And Fate's more pointed arrows move, 

Inſidious from his eye afar... 


XXIII. 


The ſhepherdeſs, whoſe kindly care 
Had watci.*d o'er Owen's infant breath, 
Muſt now their ſilent manſions. ſhare, 
Whom time leads calmly down to death. 


1 = 
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O tell me parent if thou art, 

© What is this lovely picture dear? 
Why wounds its mournful eye my heart, 
Why flows from mine th* unbidden tear ? 


Ah! youth ! to leave thee lotham I, 
© Tho? I be not thy parent dear; 

And would'ſt thou with, or ere 1 die, 

© The ſtory of thy bitth to hear? 


But it will make thee much bewail, | 
And it will make thy fair eye ſwell * ; | 
She ſaid, and told the woeſome tale, | 

As ſooth as ſhepherdefs might tell, 


XXIV, 


The heart, that ſorrow doom'd to ſhare, 

Has worn the frequent ſeal of woe, 
Its ſad impreſſions learns to bear, 
And finds full oft, its ruin flow. . 


* 
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But when that ſeal is firſt impreſt, 
When the young heart its pain ſhall try, 
For the ſoft, yielding trembling breaſt, 
Oft ſeems the ſtartled ſoul to fly. 


Yet fled not Owen's - wild amaze 5 
In paleneſs cloth'd, and lifted hands, 

And horror's dread, unmeaning gaze, 
Mark the poor ſtatue, as it ſtands, 


The ſimple guardian of his life 
Look'd wiſtful for the tear to glide, 
But when ſhe ſaw his tearleſs ſtrife, 
Silent, ſhe lent him oneg=and died. 


XXV. 


No, I am not a ſhepherd's boy,“ 
Awaking from his dream, he ſaid, 

Ah where is now the promiſed joy 
£ Of this ? for ever, ever fled ! 


O picture dear! for her lov'd ſake 

© How fondly could my heart bewail! 

My friendly ſhepherdeſs, O wake, 
And tell me more of this ſad tale. 


© © tell me more of this ſad tale 

No; thou enjoy thy gentle ſleep | 

And I will go to Lothian's vale, 
And more than all her waters weep.“ 


XXVI. 


Owen to Lothian's vale is fled— 
Earl Barnard's lofty towers appear | 

CO art thou there, the full heart ſaid, f 
O!] art thou there, my parent dear ? 


Ves, 


| 0+ 3 | 
Ves, ſhe is there: From idle ſtate 
Oft has ſhe ſtol'n her hour to weep z 
Think how ſhe © by thy cradle ſate, | 
And how ſhe © fondly ſaw thee ſleep *. 


Now tries his trembling hand to frame 
Full many a tender line of love: 
And ſtill he blots the parent's name, E 
For that, ke fears, might fatal prove, - 


XXVII. 


O'er a fair fountain's ſmiling ſide 
| Reclin'd a dim tower clad with mofs, 
Where every bird was wont to bide, 


That languiſh'd for his partner's loſs, 
This ſcene he choſe, this ſcene aſſign'd 


ö A parent's firſt embrace to wait, 
And many a ſoft fear fill'd his mind, 
= Anxious for his fond letter's fate. 


| The hand that bore thoſe lines of love, 
= The well informing bracelet bore— 
Ah! way they not unproſperous prove! 


Ah ! ſafely paſs yon dangerous door! 
XXVII. 


She comes not can ſhe then delay? 

Cried the fair youth, and dropt a tea 
Whatever filial love could ſay, 

To her I ſaid and call'd her dear, 


4 See the ancient Scottiſh Ballad, called Gill Morrice. 


* 


P * 
, i oa CAS * 
F x ” - 


„ She 


— — 


CD — — — 


0 4 


—— ng > - — 2 


„ > 


Ws LY 
Mn Foe IM E o 
Fw ut dB WE eng ebony > io. 


FRE JE CuLL = . . IR _ . 
§＋ꝗ⁊ ·• 222 ä — 
7 — — en) —— — 2 3 
Cr 8 
? — —— 4a; . : 0 "wo 


2 
5 


eo go 
She comes—Oh ! No—encircled round 
« *Tis ſome rude chief with many a ſpear. 


My hapleſs tale that Earl has found 


Ah me! my heart ! for her J fear,” 


His tender tale that Earl had read, 
Or ere it reached his lady's eye, 
His dark brow wears a cloud of red, 
In rage he deems a rival nigh. | 


Tis o%er—thoſe locks that way'd in gold, 5 
That wav'd adown thoſe cheeks ſo fair, 


Wreath d in the gloomy tyrant's hold, 


Hang from the ſever'd head in air. 


That ſtreaming head he joys to bear 
In horrid guiſe to Lothian's Halls 


| Bids his grim rufhans place it there, 


Ere& upon the frowning walls, 


The fatal tokens forth he drew 
* Know'ſt thou theſe—E len of the vale ?* 
The piQtur*d bracelet ſoon ſhe knew, 
And ſoon her lovely cheek grew pale. 


The trembling victim, ſtraight he led, 


Ere' yet her ſouls firſt fear was o'er ; 
He pointed to the ghaſtly head— 
She ſaw—and ſynk, to riſe no more, 


— 


CW 


T H E 


HERMIT or WARKWORTH. 
15 
NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 
In three F 15 or CANTOs. 
By 3 Rev. BR. PE RC , 


Lord Biſhop of Dromore, Editor of the Reliques of An- 
cient Engliſh Poetry. 


TOHER GRACE 
ELIZABETH 
DUCHESS AND 
COUNTESS OF NORTHUMBERLAND, © 
IN HER OWN RIGHT 
BARONESS PERCY, 


c. &c. &. 


— 


OWN in a northern vale wild flowrets grew, 
And lent new ſweetneſs to the ſummer gale z 


The Muſe there found them all remote from view, 


Obſcur'd with weeds, and ſcattered o*er the dale. 


. 
x 
. 


O Lady, may fo ſlight a gift prevail, 
And at your gractous hands acceptance find ? 
Day, may an ancient legendary tale, 
Amuſe, delight, or move the poliſh'd mind ? 


Surely the cares and woes of human kind, 
Tho? fimply told, will gain each gentle ear; 
But all for you the Muſe her lay deſign'd, 
And bade your noble anceſtors appear 


She ſeeks no other praiſe, if you commend, 
Her great proteQreſs, patroneſs, and friend. 
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I ADVERTISEMEN T. 


* 


W ARR WORT H CASTLE in Northum- 
berland, ſtands very boldly on a neck of land: 
near the ſea-ſhore, almoſt furrounded by the river 
Coquer, (called by our old latin hiftorians Coque- 
da) which runs with a clear rapid: ſtream, but when: 
# froln with rains becomes violent and dangerous: 


About a mile from the Caſtle, in a deep romantic 
valley, are the remains of a He RMIT AGE; of which: 
the Chapel is ſtill intire. This is hollowed with great: 
elegance in a cliff near the river; as are alſo two adjoin- 
ing apartments, which probably ſerved for the Sacriſty 
and Veſtry, or were appropriated to ſome other ſacred: 
uſes z' for the former of theſe,. which runs parallel with: 
the Chapel, appears to have had an Altar in it, at. 
which Maſs was occaſionally celebrated,. as well as in 
the Chapel itſelf. 5 1 


Each of theſe apartments is extremely ſmall; for: 
that which was the principal Chapel does not in length 
exceed eighteen feet; nor is more than ſeven feet and a: 
half in breadth and height: it is however very beauti- 
fally deſigned and executed in the ſolid rock; and has: 
| all the decorations.of a complete Gothic Church or Ca- 
thedral in miniature, | 
G4, | But: 
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But what principally diftinguiſhes the Chapel, is a 
fmall Tomb or Monument, on the ſouth fide of the 
altar; on the top of which lies a Female Figure exten» 
ded in the manner that effigies are uſually exhibited 
praying on ancient tombs, This figure, which is very 
delicately deſigned, ſome have ignorantly called angmage 
of the Virgin Mary; though it has not the leaſt reſem- 
blance to the manner in which ſhe is repreſented in the 
Romiſh Churches; who is uſually ere, as the object 
of adoration, and never in a proſtrate or recumbent poſ- 
ture. Indeed the real image of the bleſſed Virgin pro- 
bably ſtood in a ſmall nich, ſtill viſible behind the altar: 
whereas the figure of a Bull's Head, which 1s rudely 
carved at this Lady's feet, the uſual place for the Creit 
in old monuments, plainly proves her to have been a 
very different perſonage. | 


About the tomb are ſeveral other Figures; which, as 
well as the principal one abovementioned, are cut in the 
natural rock, in the ſame manner as the little Chapel it- 
 felf,, with all its Ornaments, and the two adjoining 
Apartments. What flight traditions are ſcattered through 
the country, concerning the origin and foundation of 
this Hermitage, Tomb, &c. are delivered to the Rea- 
der in the following rhymes, | 


It is univerſally agreed, that the Founder was one of 

the Bertram family, which had once conſiderable poſ- 
ſeſſions in Northumberland, and were anciently Lords 
of Bothal Caſtle, ſituate about ten miles from Wark- 
worth. He has been thought, to be the ſame Bertram, 
that endowed Brinkburn Priory, and built Brenkſhaugh 
Chapel; which both ſtand in the fame winding valley, 
higher up the river, 1 


But Brinkburn Priory was founded in the rei gn of K. 

Henry the I.“ whereas the form of the Gothic wins 
$ Tamer's Netinia Mona fi. | 

dows 


"7 7483 


| . 
dows in this Chapel, eſpecially of thoſe near the altar, 
js found rather to reſemble the ſtyle of architecture that 
prevailed about the reign of K. Edward the III. And 
indeed that, the ſculpture in this Chapel cannot be much 
older, p 4 6g from the Creſt which is placed at the 
Lady's feet on the Tomb; for Camden + informs us, 
that armorial Creſts did not become hereditary till a- 
bout the reign of K. Edward II. / 


Theſe appearances ſtill extant, ſtrongly confirm the 
account given in the following poem, and plainly prove 
that the He Rx iT of Warkworth was not the ſame per- 
ſon that founded Brinkburn Priory in the twelfth cen- 
| tury, but rather one of the Bertram family who lived 

at a later period. 


Þ+ See bis Remasss, 


** FIT was the word uſed by the old 
Minſtrels to ſignify a Par? or Diviſion of their 
hiſtorical ſongs, and was peculiarly appro- 
priated to this kind of compoſitions. See Re- 
liques of ancient Eng. Poetry, Vol. II. p. 166 
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E HERMIT of WARKWORTH, 


A 
| NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


FIT THE FIRST. 


A RK was the night, and wild the form, 
And loud the torrent's roar. z 


And loud the ſea was heard to daſh 
Againſt the diſtant ſhore, 


Muſing on man's weak hapleſs tate, 
The lonely Hermit lay; 

When, lo! he heard a female voice, 
Lament in ſore diſmay. 


With hoſpitable haſte he roſe, 
And wak'd his ſleeping fire; 

And ſnatching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the reverend fire. 


All fad beneath a neighbouring tree 

A beauteous maid he found, 

Wo beat her breaſt, and with her tears 
Bedewed the moſſy ground. 


O weep 


———— — = 


. 


« 


ml 
O weep not, lady, weep not ſo ; 

Nor let vain fears alarm; 
My little cell ſhall ſhelter thee, 

And keep thee ſafe from harm, 


It: is not for myſelf I weep, 
Nor for myſelf I fear; | 
But for my dear and only friend, 
Who lately left me here: 


And while ſome ſheltering bower he ſought 
Within this lonely wood, 
Ah ! fore I fear his wandering feet 

Have flipt in yonder flood, 


O ! truſt in heaven, the Hermit ſaid, 

And to my cell repair; ot a 

Doubt not but I ſhall find thy friend, 
And eaſe thee of thy care, : 


Then climbing up his rocky ſtairs, 
He ſcales the cliff fo high; 
And calls aloud, and waves his light, 
To guide the ſtranger's eye. 


Among the thickets long he winds 
With careful ſteps and flow, 

At length a voice return*d his call, 
Quick anſwering from below, 


O tell me, father, tell me true, 

If you have chanc'd to ſee 

A gentle maid, I lately left 
Beneath ſome neighbouring tree, 


But either I have loft the place, 
Or ſhe bath gone aſtray : 

And much I fear this fatal ſtream 

 Hath ſnatch'd her hence away. 


Praiſe 


The lady's ſafe and well: 


And ſoon he join'd the wandering youth, 
And brought him to his cell, 


Then well was ſeen, theſe gentle friends 


They lov'd each other dear: 
The youth he preſs'd her to his heart; 
The maid let fall a tear, 


Ah! ſeldom had their hoſt, IT ween, 
Beheld ſo ſweet a pair: 

The youth was tall with manly bloom, 
She ſlender, ſoft, and fair. | 


The youth was clad in foreſt green, 
With bugle-horn fo bright: 
| She in a ſilken robe and ſcarf, 
Snatch'd up in haſty flight, 


sit down, my children, ſays the Sage; 
Sweet reſt your limbs require: 

Then heaps frefh fewel on the hearth, 
And mends his little fire, 


Partake, he ſaid, my ſimple ſtore, 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds ; 
\nd ſpreading all upon the beard, 
Invites with kindly words, 


hanks, father, for thy bounteeus fare; 
The youthful couple ſay : | 
hen freely ate, and made good chear, 
And talk'd their cares away. | 


Now ſay, my children, (for perchance 
My counſel may avail) N 
hat ſtrange adventure brought you here 
Within this lonely dale? 


F 


Praiſe heaven, my fon, the Hermit ſaid g 


Firſt 
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pirſt tell me, father, ſaid the youth, 
(Nor blame mine eager tongue) 


What town is here? What lands are theſe P 


And to what lord belong? 


Alas ! my ſon, the Hermit aid, 
Why do I hive to ſay, 

The rightful lord of theſe domains 

Is baniſh*d far away ? 


Ten winters now have ſhed their ſnows 
On this my lowly hall, 

Since valiant HoTsyus (fo the North 
Our youthful lord did call) 


Againſt Fourth HENRY BOL! NGBROKE 


Led up his northern powers, 
And ftoutly fighting loft his life 
Near proud Salopia's towers, 


One ſon he left, a lovely boy, 
His country's hope and heir; 

And oh! to 7 ve him from his ors 
It was his als care. 


In Scotland ſafe he plac'd the child 
Beyond the reach of ſtrife | 

Nor long before the brave old Earl 
At Bramham loſt his lite, 


And now the PE Ac name, ſo long 
Our northern pride and boaſt, 

Lies hid, alas ! beneath a cloud 5 
Their honours reft and loſt, 


No chieftain of that noble houſe 
Now leads our youth to arms : 

The bordering Scots diſpoil our fields, 
And ravage all our farms, 


[ 75 ] 


Their halls and caftles, once fo fair, 


Now moulder in decay 
Proud ſtrangers now uſurp their lands, 
And bear their wealth away. 


Nor far from hence where yon full ſtream 
Runs winding down the lea, 

Fair WaRKwoRTH lifts her lofty towers, 
And overlooks the ſea, 


Thoſe towers, alas! now ſtand forlorn, 
With noiſome weeds o*crſpread, 
Where feaſted lords and courtly dames, 
And where the poor were ted. 


Meantime far off mid Scottiſh hills, 
The Pe xcy lives unknown: 
On ſtranger's bounty he depends, 
And may not claim his own. 


O might I with theſe aged eyes, 


But live to ſee him here, 
Then ſhould my ſoul depart in bliſs !— 
He ſaid, and dropt a tear. 


And is the Pe Rv ſtill ſo lov'd, 
Of all his friends and thee ? 


Then, bleſs me, father, ſaid the youth, 


For I thy gueſt am He. 


@ Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd aſide 


To wipe the tears he ſhed z - 


Then lifting up his hands and eyes, 


Pour'd bleſſings on his head: 


Welcome, our dear and much lov'd lord, 
Thy country's hope and care: 

But who may this young lady be, 
That is ſo wondrous fair? 


H 


Now 


I 0 1 
Now, father, liſten to my tale, | 
And thou ſhalt know the truth: 


And let thy ſage advice direct 
My unexperienc*d youth. 


In Scotland I've been nobly bred 

Beneath the Regent's hand *, 
In feats of arms, and every lore 
To fit me for command, 


With fond impatience Jong J burn'd, 
My native land to ſee : 

At length I won my guasdian friend 
To yield that boon to me. 


'Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wander*d as in chace, 
Till in the noble Ne vir rL es houſe 1 


I gain'd a hunter's place. 


Some time with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till 1'd the hap ſo rare, 
To pleaſe this young and gentle dame, 
That Baron's — fair. 


Now, PE RCV, ſaid the bluſhing maid, 
The truth I muſt reveal; 

Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
Their noble deeds conceal, 


* Robert Stuart, Duke of Albany. See the continuator of Fer- 
don's Scoti-Chronicon, cap. 18, cap. 23, &. 


+ Ralph Neville, firſt Earl of Weſtmoreland, who chiefly re- 
ſided at his two Caitles of Brancepeth, and Two both i in the Bi- 
— of Durham. 


It 


E 
It happen'd on a ſummer's day, 
Led by the fragrant breeze, 
J wander'd forth to take the air, 
Among the green-wood trees, 


Sudden a band of ragged Scots, 
That near in ambuſh lay, 

Moſs-troopers from the border-ſide, 
There ſeiz'd me for their prey. 


My ſhrie ks had all been ſpent in vain, 

] But heaven, that faw my grief, 

| Brought this brave youth within my call, 
| Who flew to my relief. | 


With nothing but his hunting ſpear, 
7 And dagger in his hand, 
E He ſprung like lightning on my foes, 
And caus'd them ſoon to ſtand, 


He fought, till more aſſiſtance came; - 
The Scots were overthrown 3 _ | 

Thus freed me, captive, from their bands, 
To make me more his own. 

O happy day ! the youth replied : 

Bleſt were the wounds [ bare! 

From that fond hour ſhe deign'd to ſmile, 

And liſten to my prayer. 


And when ſhe knew my name and birth, 

2 She vow'd to be my bride; 

But oh ! we fear'd, (alas, the while!) 
Her princely mother's pride : 


H 2 Siſter 
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= Siſter of haughty BoLING BROKEN 
Our houſe's ancient foe, 
To me I thought, a baniſh'd wight,. 8 
Could ne*er ſuch favour ſhew, 


Deſpairing then to gain conſent ; 
At length to fly with me, 
I won this lovely timorous maid, 
To Scotland bound are we. 


Tlis evening, as the night drew on, 
Fearing we were purſued, 

We turn'd adown the right hand path, 
And gain'd this lonely wood. 


Then lighting from our weary ſteeds, 
To thun the pelting ſhower, 
/ We met thy kind conducting band, 
/ And reach'd this friendly bower. 


V 


LL Now reſt ye both, the Hermit ſaid ; 
A while your cares forego: _ 

Nor, Lady, ſcorn my humble bed; : } 
We'll paſs the night below.; . 


Joan, counteſs of Weſtmoreland, mother of the young Lady, 
was daughter of John of Gaunt, and half-ſiſter of King Hen- 
ry IV. | i | 

T Adjoining the cliff, which contains the Chapel of the Her- 
mitage, are the remains of @ ſmall building, in which the Hermit 
dwelt. This conſiſted of one lower Apartment, with a little Bed- 
chamber over it, and is now in ruins: whereas the Chapel, cut 
in the ſolid rock, is ſtill very intire and perfect. 


- 


THE END OF THE FIRST PART. 


THE 


HERMIT or WARKWORTH, 


A 


NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD. 


FIT THE SECOND; 


T7 OVELY ſmil'd the Een W 
And every ſtorm was fled, 

But lovelier far, with ſweeter ſmile, 
Fair ELEanoR left her bed. 


She found her He wry all alone, 
And cheer'd him with her fight ; 
The youth conſulting with his friend, 
Had. watch'd the livelong night, 


What ſweet ſurprize o%erpower'd her brealt ? 'G 
Her cheek what. bluſhes dyed,. 

When fondly he beſought her there 
To yield to be his bride, 


Within this lonely Hermitage 
There is a chapel meet: 

Then grant, dear maid, my fond requeſt, 
And make my bliſs compleat. 


H 3 O Hinxy, 
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O HENRY, when thou deign'ſt to ſue, 
Can I thy ſuit withſtand ? | | 

When thou, lov'd youth, haſt won my heart, 
Can I refuſe my hand.? | 


For thee I left a father's ſmiles, 
And mother's tender care; 

And whether weal or woe betide, 

Thy lot I mean to ſhare, 


And wilt thou then, O generous maid,, 
Such matchleſs favour ſhew, | 

To ſhare with. me a:bant{h*d. wight 
My peril, pain, or woe ? 


Now heaven, I truſt, hath joys in ſtore 
To crown thy conſtant breaſt :. 

For know, fond hope aſſures my he art 
That we ſhall ſoon be bleſt. 


Not far from hence ſtands Coquet Iſle \ 
Surrounded by the ſea ; 

There dwells a holy friar, well-knowr- 
To all thy friends and thee :* 


Tis father Bernard, fo revered. 
For every worthy deed ; 

To RasBy-caſtle he ſhall go, 
And for us kindly plead, 


To fetch this good and holy mam 
Our reverend hoſt is gone; 

And ſoon, I truſt, his pious hands 
Will join us both in one. 


® In the little ifland of Coquet, near Warkworth, are til] feer: 
the ruins of a Cell, which belonged to the Benedictine monks of 
Tinemouth-Abbey. Ns 


Thus 
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Thus they in ſweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile : 
At length they ſea the hoary ſage 
Come from the neighbouring iſle. 


With pious joy and wonder mix*d;. 
He greets the noble pair, 

And glad conſents to join their hands: 
With many a fervent. prayer, 


Then ſtrait to RAB L's diſtant walls 
He kindly wends his way ;. 

Mean-time in love and dalliance ſweet 
They ſpend. the livelong day. 


And now, attended by their hoſt, 
The Hermitage they viewed, 
Deep-hewn within a craggy cliff, 

And over-hung with wood. rl I 


And near a flight of ſhapely ſteps, 
All cut with niceſt ſkill, 

| And piercing thro? a ſtony Arch, 
Ran winding up the hill. 


| There deck'd with many a flower and herb | 
j His little Garden ſtands; | 
With fruitful trees in'ſhady rows, | | | 

All planted by his hands. | 


Then, ſcoop'd within the ſolid rock, 

Three ſacred vaults he ſhews ; 
The chief a Chapel, neatly arch'd,, 
On branching Columns roſe, 


Each proper ornament was there, 
That ſhould a chapel grace: 
The Lattice for confeſſion fram'd, 

And Holy-water Vaſe. 
„ O'en 


11 
O' er either door a ſacred Text 
Incites to godly fear; 
And in a little ſcutcheon hung 
The crols, and crown, and ſpear. 


Up to the Altar's ample breadth. 
Two eaſy ſteps aſcends, 
And near a glimmering ſolema light 
Two well-wrought Windows lend. 


Beſide the altar roſe a Tomb 

All in the living ſtone i 
On which a young and beauteous Maid 

In goodly ſculpture ſhone.. 


A kneeling Angel fairly carv'd 
Lean'd hovering o'er her breaſt ; 

A weeping warrior at her feet 
And near to theſe her Creſt.* 


The cliff, the vault, but chief the tomb, 
Actratt the wondering pair; 

Eager they aſk, whai hapleſs dame 
Lies ſculptured: here ſo fair? 


The Hermit ſigh'd, the Hermit wept, 

For ſorrow ſcarce could ſpeak : 

At length he wip'd the trickling tears 
That all bedew'd. his ch. ek: 


Alas! my children, human life 

Is but a vale of woe 
And very mournful is the tale, 
Which ye ſo fain would know. 


#* This is 2 Bull's Head, the creſt of the Widdrington family. 


All the Figures & c. here deſcribed, are ſtill viſible ; only ſome- 


what effaced with length of times 
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Tu: HE RMI T's TALE. 


Long lord, thy grandſire had a friend 
In days of youthful fame; 

Von diſtant hills were his domains 5 

Sir BERTRAM was 5 name. 


Where'er the noble Percy bali 
is friend was at his ſide; 

And many a ſkirmiſh with the Scots 
| Their early valour try*d.. 


| Young Bertram lov'd A beauteous maid, 
As fair as fair might be 
| The dew-drop on \ 4 lily*'s cheek, 
| Was not ſo fair as ſhe. 


Fair WiIopRINGTo the maiden's name, 
Lon towers her dwelling place; * 

| Her fire an old Northumbrian chief, 
| Devoted to thy race. 


| | Many a lord, and many a knight 
| To this fair damſel came; 

| But Bertram was her only choice; 
For him ſhe felt a flame. 


| [Lord pas pleaded for his friend, 
Her father ſoon conſents 
| None but the beauteous maid herſelf, 
His wiſhes now prevents, 


8 But ſhe with ſtudied fond delays 
| Defers the bliſsful hour; 

And loves to try his conſtancy, 
And prove her maiden powers 


* Widdrington Caſtle is about five miles ſouth of Warkworth. 
That 


„„ 


That heart, ſhe ſaid, is lightly priz'd, 
Which 1s too lightly won ; | 

And long ſhall rue that eaſy maid, 
Who yields her love too ſoon. 


— 


Lord PE Re made a folemn feaſt. 
In Alnwick's princely hall; 5 

And there came lords, and there came knights, 
His chiefs and barons all. 


With waſſel mirth, and revelry 
The caſtle rung around; | 
Lord Percy call'd for ſong and harp, 
And pipes of martial ſound, 


The Minſtrels of thy noble houſe, 
All clad in robes of blue, 

With filver creſcents. on their arms 
Attend in order due, 


The great atchievements of thy race 
They ſung : their high command: 

«© How valiant Mainfred oer the ſeas 
„ Firſt led his Northern band, * 


4% Brave Galfred next to Normandy 
& With venturous Rollo came; 
& And from his Norman Caſtles won 
«© Aſſum'd the Pe xcy name, Þt 


See Dugdale's Baronage, pag. 269, &c, | 


1 In lower Normandy are three places of the name of Pzncr: 
whence the family took the ſurname of DIE PEX. 


& They 


TW I 
46 They ſung, how in the conqueror*s fleet 
« Lord William ſhipp'd his powers, 
© And gain*d a fair young Saxon bride 
{ 4 With all her lands and towers, * 


Then jJourneying to the Holy Land, | fa 
There bravely fought and dy'd: _ 

« But firſt the filver Creſcent won, ; 
« Some Paynim Soldan's pride, 


„ They ſung how Agnes, beauteous heir, 
„he queen's own brother wed, | | 1 
« Lord Joſceline, ſprung from Charlemagne, 
In princely Brabant bred, F 


* William de Percy, (fifth in deſcent from Galfred, or Geffrey 
4% Percy, fon of Mainfred,) afiſted in the conqueſt of England, 
and had given him the large poſſeſſions in Yorkſhire, of Emma 
de Forte, (ſo the Norman writers name her,) whoſe father, 2 
great Saxon lord, had been flaia fighting along with Harold, 
This young lady, Villiam, from a principle of honour and gene- 
roſity, married: for having had all her lands beſtowed upon him 
by the conqueror, “ he to (uſe the words of the old Whitby 
Chronicle) wedded hyr that was very hcire to them, in di- 
* charging of his conſcience.” See Harl. MSS. 692. (26)— 
He died at Mountjoy near Jeraſalem in the firſt cruſade, 


＋ Agnes de Percy, ſole heireſs of her houſe, married Foſceline de 
Livain, youngeſt ſon of Godfrey Barbatus, duke of Brabant, and 
brother of queen Adeliza, ſecond wife of king Henry I. He took 
the name of Percy, and was anceſtor of the earls of Northume 
berland, His ſon lord Richard de Percy was one of the twenty-ſix 
barons, choſen to ſee the Magna Charta duly obſerved. 


66 How 


1e 


e 
2 How he the PE xcy name reviv'd, 
„ And how his noble line 


„ Still foremoſt in their country's cauſe . 
Wich godlike ardour ſhine,” 


With loud acclaims the liſtening crowd. 

Applaud the maſter's ſong, | 
And deeds of arms and war became 
Ihe theme of every tongues: 


Nov high heroic acts they tell, 
Their perils paſt recall : 

When lo! a damſel young and fair 
Step'd forward thro” the hall. 


She Bertram courteouſly addreſs d; 
And kneeling an her knee 
Sir knight, the lady of thy love 
HFath ſent this gift to thee, 


Then forth ſhe drew a glittering helme 
Well plated many a fold, 

The caſque was wrought of tempered ſteel, 
The creſt of burniſh*d gold. . 


Sir knight, thy lady ſends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride, 

When thou haſt e this maiden gift 
Where ſharpeſt blows are try'd. 


Young Bertram took the ſhining helme 

And thrice he kiſs*d the ſame : 

Truſt me, I'II prove this precious caſque 
With deeds of nobleſt fame, 


"That 
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Lord Px RCY and his barons bold f e Bi 1 


Then fix upon a day | 5; ; i 
To ſcour the marches, late opprefe'd, A ee = 
And Scottiſh wrongs. ny. B33 1 


The 1 aſſembled on the hills R - | 
A thouſand horſe and more | 1 
Brave Widdrington, tho? ſunk i in: Jeare, 4 
The PE e bore. . 
| | 
Tweed's limpid current ſoon they paſs, | 
And range the borders round; | i | 
Down the green ſlopes of Tiviotdale 1 
Their bugle horns reſound. e eee |. 
I 5 i 
As when a lion in his len | 
Hath heard the hunters? cries, | =_ 
And ruſhes forth to meet his foes, | | en | 
So did the DouGLas riſe, + #7 DARN AR. 1 
Attendant on their chief's command e 03 4 
A thouſand warriors wait; | : dl i 
And now the fatal hour drew on {HY | 
Of cruel keen debate. e > " i 
MF 0 $ ; 
A ate troop of Scottiſh eat TL e ee | 
Advance before the reſt; FVV | 


Lord Pe RC mark'd their gallant mein, ta ped 36g 
And thus wg friend addreſs'd : Vieh ika 


Now, ee prove thy Lady's helme, At 8 5 „ 
Attack yon forward band; e | + 


Dead or alive Ill reſcue thee, 5 ee n 9 
Or periſh by _ hands. L5F 5 07 DELL I Nl 
5 , Young [| 
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OE Fong Bertram, how's with glad aſent ; 


And ſpur'd his eager ſteed, 
And calling on his Lady? 's name, 
Ruſh'd * with whirlwind nw" | 


U 


ny 
N by 


7 when a grove of Sapling alot 


The livid lightning rends ; 
So fiercely *mid the Oppoſing ranks 
Sir Bertra m's ſword deſcends. 


This way and that he 8 the ſteel, i 
And keenly pierces thro? ; 


And many a tall and comelj y knight 


With furious force he flew. 


5 My 


Now an faſt on every its 
They hem Sir Bertram round: 

But dauntleſs he repels their rage, 
And deals 7588 wes a SHE 


| The vigour of is f ingle arm 


Had well nigh won the field; 
When ponderous fell a Scottiſh axe, 
And - oa his lifced ſhield. 


1 % 


| Another blow his temples took, 
And reft his helme in twain . 


That beauteous helme his lady's gift ! 


rs blood bedewed the plain. 


Lord Percy fav en fall 
Amid the unequal fight; 

And now, my noble friends, he ſaid, 
Let: 8 nv this Gs kni gh. 


LW . 89 15 
Then caſing i in, with ftretch'd out —__ 
He o'er the warrior hung : 
As ſome fierce eagle ſpreads her bang 
To . her maid young. | 


Three times they fone to Gan their prey, 
Three times they quick retire: 

What force could ſtand his furious ſtrokes, 
Or meet his martial fre ? bg 


Now gathering round on every part | 1 
The battle rag*d amain; . | 
And many a lady wept her lord 

That hour uncimely flain. 


Percy and Dou as, great in arms, as 
There all their courage ſhow'd 3 

And all the field was ſtrew'd with dead, 
And all with crimſon flov'd, 


At length hs glory af the · day 
The Scots reluQtant yield, 
And, after wonderous valour own, 


They ſlowly quit the field. 


All pale extended on their ſhields 
And welterin in his gore, | 
LordPercy's Pai hts their bleeding friend . 
To Wa RE 's * air caſtle bore. 
„ Wanxk caſtle, a . belonging to the Engliſh, as of great 
note in anti ent times, on the ſouthern bank of the river Tweed, 
2 little to The eaſt of Tiviotdale, and not far from Kelſo, It is 


now entirely deſtroyed. 


* 


12 Well 


. * 
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Well haft thou earn'd daughter's love * 
Her father kindly ph os 

And ſhe herſelf hail dreſs thy: wounds, | 
And tend thee i in thy . 


A meſſage went, no daughter came; 
Fair IS ABE LH neter appears: 

Beſhrew me, faid the aged chief, 5 
Young maidens have their fears, | ch 


Cheer up, my ſon, thou ſhalt her * 
So ſoon as thou eanſt ride; 
And ſhe ſhall nurſe thee in her WW. 

And ſhe (ball be thy bride, 


Sir Bertram, at her name A 
He bleſs'd the ſoothing ſound ; 

Fond hope ſup plied the Nurſe's cares! 
Pad beabd his up wound.” 


. 
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'THE END OF THE SECOND PART, 


THE 


* - 4 * - 


HERMIT or WARKWORTH. 
e 


NORTHUMBERLAND BALLAD.. , 
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FIT THE THIRD: 


O E early morn while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree, 

Sir Bertram from his ſick bed roſe, 
His bride he would go ſee... 


A brother he had in prime of youth, 
Of courage firm and keen, 

And he would tend him on the way 
Becauſe his wounds were green. 


All day o'er moſs and moor they rode, 
By many a lonely tower; 
And *twas the dew-fall of the night. SI DES 

Ere they drew near her bower.. 1 | 


Moft drear and dark the caſtle ſeem'd, 
That wont to ſhine ſo brightz 
And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 

Ere he beheld a light. 
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, At ea her aged Nurſe aroſe 


"With voice ſo ſhrill and clear: 


5 What wight is this, that calls ſo loud, 


And knocks ſo boldly here? 


Tis Porter calls, thy Lady's 8 love, 


Come from his bed of care: 


An day I've ridden o*er moor and. mo TY 


To * thy Wh fair, 


Now out t alas ! * (the loudly field). 


Alas ! how may this be? 
For fix. Long days Furs gone and paſt 
Since the ſet out to thee. 


2 Sad terror ſeiz'd Sit Pertrats heart, 


And ready was he to fall; 
When now the draw-bridge was let down, 
| And gates were open'd all. 


Si days, young knight, are paſt and Soner | 
Since ſhe ſet out to thee; | | 
And ſure if no ſad harm had hap'd 
Long ſince thou would'ſt her ſee. 


* or when ſhe heard thy grievous chance 
She tore her hair, and cried, 1 | 

Alas! I've flain the comelieft knight 0 
All thro* my folly and pride ! E 


And now to atone for my ſad fule, 
And his dear health regain, 


I'n go myſelf, and nurſe my love, 


And ſooth his bed of pain. 


Then Sand ſhe her milk- white ſteed 
One morn at break of day; | 


And two tall yeomen went with her 


91 guard her 2 way. 


e 
gad terror ſmote Sir Bertram's heart, 
And grief o erwhelm'd his mind. 
Truft me, ſaid he, I ne 'r will reſt. 
Till I oy lady 2 755 0 


That night he ſpent i in ſorrow and cars I 
And with ſad boding heart 

Or ever the dawning of the day 
His brother and he depart. 


Now, brother, we'll our ways 46 ide, 
O'er Scottiſh hills to range: 

Do thou go north, and I'll go weſt ; 
And all our dreſs we'll change, 


Some Scottiſh carle bath id my love, 
And borne her to his den; 

And ne'er will I tread Engliſh ground. 

"Till the is reſtored agen. 


The brothers ſtrai oh their paths divide,, 
O?*er Scattiſh hills to range; 

And hide themſelves.in quaint diſguiſe, 
And off their dreſs _ COR. 


Sir Beten clad in gown of say, | 
Moſt like a palmer poor, 

To halls and caftles wanders round, 
And begs from door to door. 


Sometimes a Minſtrel's garb enge 6 
With pipes ſo ſweet and ſhrill; | 
And wends to every tower and town 3 

Ofer. 9 dale and hill. 


Ons 


„%%% 1 

' One day as he mate under a thorn 3 7 
All ſank in deep deſpair, 5 | 
An aged Pilgrim paſs'd him by, 

Who mar d his face of care. 


All Minſtrels 500 that e ever L Law. 


Are full of game and glee : 


But thgu art fad and [Pra 


Im E EET; it be! ” 


Father, I FOI 5 Lord, 
Whoſe grief afflicts my mind 3; 

His only child is ſtolen aways. 
"Ag in I would her ode 


1 my 8 3 1 (he faid) 


Some tidings I may. bear : 


For oft when human hopes have fall d, 


Then heaven! Y comfort's. near. 


N Behind you hills ſo fieep Ny highs. 


\Down in a lowly glen, 
There ſtands a — * fair and ſtrong, 
Far from. the abode. 2 men. 


As Ik I chanc' d'to crave an PRs 


About.this evening hour, 


- Me-thought I heard a Lady s voice: 


NAS | in the tower, 


22 


And when I aſt'd RO barm had , 


What lady ſick there lay? 
They rudely drove me from the kite, 
And bade me . 725 


* 


D I 


Theſe ding caught Sir Bertram's ear, ph 'Þ 7 Ml 


He thank'd him for his tale: 
And ſoon he haſted o'er the hills, 
And ſoon he reach d the vale. 


Then drawing deer thaſe lonely towers, | 
Which ſtood in dale ſo low, | 
And fiting down beſide the gate, 
His 2 he gan to blow.” 


| Sir Porter, is thy lord at home” | 
To hear a minſtrel's ſong 

Or may I crave a lodging here 25 
Without offence or An, . 


My lord, he Gaid, is not at bone. 
To hear a Minftrel's ſong : 
And ſhould I lend thee lodging * 

My life would not be long. 


He play'd again, fo ſoft a ſtraing 
duch power ſweet ſounds imparts. 
He won the churliſh Porter's ear, 

And moves his TOs heart. 


Minſtrel, he ſaid, thou play 0 Fette 3 
Fair entrance n ſnould'ſt win: BT, 
But, ah ! I 'm ſworn upon the od. 
To let no e . | 


Yet, Minſtrel, in yon oo i 
Thou'lt find a ſheltering cave, + 424 
And here thou ſhalt my ſupper ſhare. 
And there thy TY have. „ 


All day he ſits beſide the eats. | 
And pipes both loud and clear: 
All night he watches round the walls, 


In hopes his love to hear, | 
- The 


— 


* 


1 c . * 
The ert nf ght, as bs filent watch'd,.. 
All at Ne midnight hour, 
He plainly heard his lady's voice 
. in the tower. 


5 7 


The en ight the moon ſhone clear, 

And gilt the ſpangled dew 3 

He faw his Lady thro? the grate, 
But *twas a tranſient view. . 


HP 


The third nicke wearied out he ſtept 


Till near the morning tide z 


When ſtarting up, he fer2'd his ſword, 


And to the caſtle hy'd. 


When 10 he faw a ladder of ropes. 
Depending from the wall; 


And o'er the mote was = fri laid 


A poplar OT and tall. 


5 And HEM he ſaw bis love deſcend 


( 


Wrapt in a tartan plaid : 


Aſſiſted by a ſturdy youth 


To Highland gatb J- clad. | 


Amaz d, 8 at the fi ght, 
He lay unſeen and ſtil!; 4. 


| And ſoon he ſaw them croſs the ſtream, 


And mount the neighbouring hill. 


Unheard, unknown of all within, 
The youthful couple fly: 


But what can *ſcape the lover's ken * 


Or ſhun his piercing eye N 


With ſilent ſtep he follows OY 
Behind the flying pair, 


And ſaw her hang upon his arm, 


N ith fond familiar air. | 


0 Thanks, 
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85 8 5 gentle youth, the often ſaid 3 
My thanks thou well haſt won 
For me what wiles haſt thou contriv'd ? 
"For me what dangers run ? 5 


And ever ſhall my grateful heart i x 
Thy ſervices repay···— 
Sir Bertram would no further hear, 
But cried, Vile traitor, ſtay! 7 


Vile traitor, yield that 1 up fo 
And quick his ſword he drew, 
The ſtranger turn'd in ſudden rage, 
And at Sir Bertram flew. | 


ft 


With mortaThate their. vigorous arms 
Gave many a vengeful blow : 

But Bertram's ſtronger hand prevail'd, 
And laid the ſtranger low. 


Die, traitor, die !—A deadly chruſt 
Attends each furious word. 
| Ah! then fair Iſabel knew his voice, 
And ruſh'd beneath his ſword. 


O ſtop ps the cried, O hg thy arm! 
Thou doft thy brother lay! 


— 


And here the Hermit paus'd and wept: 


His tongue no more could ſay. 


— 
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7 Wert thou rtl chat hapleſs youth ? e 
Ah cruel fate! they faid, e 
The Hermit wept, and ſo did —Z: T. 
| They * he hung his head. 2 


© blind 88 on rage, he ICY ; Sek $802 1 2 
What evils from thee floß, © ' © 
The Hermit paus'd ; they ſilent mournd 3 
He . and they were woe. 


Ls —— 
0 
— 


el heard my brother 85 name, | 
And ſaw my lady bleed, | 155 
„I rav d, I wept, I curſt my arm, 
| That wrought the fatal deed. 


In vain I claſp'd her to my breaſt, 1 
And clos'd the ghaſt! y wound ; | 8 | 
In vain I preſs'd his bleeding eorpſe, | | 
And rais d it . the wo 


My brother; alas ! ſpake never more 3 
His precious life was flown. _ 

She kindly ſtrove to ſooth my PRs. : 
PRs of her own. | 


Bertram, he faid, be MATTE Y 
And live to think on me : F*** 
May we in heaven that union prove, 8 = 
Which here was not to be." 


* 7 


* 


Bertram, the faid, T Aill was true ; 
Thou only hadſt my heart : 

May we hereafter meet in bliſs ? 
We now alas ! muſt part. 


* - N 5 ; 


) or 


"a wt 7: 99 4 f 
For thee I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy relief; 
When, lo! near Chiviot's fatal hills. ; 
11 a Scottiſh 1980 e 


j! 
F ' 
: 
q 
* [| 
: 


Lord Malcolm's "Is whoſe proffered M Fen. au | 
I had refus'd with ſcornyz © | 41. i 

He flew my guards and ſeiz'd on „ 
"FR chat fatal morn; T1 1 as 


And in theſs ders bated: walls 
He kept me cloſe confin'd; 

And fondly ſued and warmly bed 
To win me to his ming. 


Each riſing morn increas'd my pain, | 
Each night increas'd my feary 15 1 
When wandering in this northern gab 3. 

Thy brother found me here. e 


— 
7 
* 
> 
- : 
£ : 
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He quickly form'd this brave defi ien 55 
To ſet me captive free; 

And on the moor his horſes wait 
Ty'd toa . tree. 


Then haſte, my love, eſcape aways 1ecs L ö 0 po 
And for thyſelf provide; Foes ney EY 
And ſometimes fondly think on „V 
Who ſhould ha ve been thy bride. eee | 1 


Thus pouring comfort on my ſoul” 
Even with her lateſt breath, 


dhe gave one heres fond 1 


n er eyes 3 A e en, 
K 


— 
a 4 Lg } £22 * * * 
” 


7 100 = eg 
In wild amaze, in Fesckten wer e Þ 

+ Devoid of ſenſe 1 lay : UMF 
Then ſudden all in frantic mood S3 
hy meant RY to ay: W | 


And 8 59 in nn e e EAT „ 

I ſeiz'd the bloody brand :* 5 1 He N 

A ſturdy arm here interpos'd, e lt ey 7 
And l it from my hand, ol oget bath os 


,_— 


EE A 1 that 3 the caſtle came, „ V 
Had mifs their lovely C 
And ſeizing me to priſon bare, Us ee i 

— Oe in — barr'd, a 


1 1 


It chance: chat on that vert 1 1 

Their chief was priſoner ta'enn 

Lord Px Rev had us ſoon exchang c. 
e to * ws * . 


And ſoon thoſe honoured dear remains | 
To England were convey'd: ,  _ - | 
And there within their ſilent tombs, _ „ 
With yp * rites were . | hy ph nd De 


. 4 
C > p 


ig r 


For me T loath'd my 1 life, „„ TT 

And long to end t thou ght; 55 

Till time, and books, and. dy men 
Mad Omer counſels, taught. 


They rais*d my heart to that pure e, 

| Whence heavenly comfort flows? 1 
Ikzhey taught me to deſpiſe the wolld, F 
And calmiy bear its nn 1 „„ 


I * 
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V 
No more the ſlave of human pride, 
Vain hope and ſordid care: 
I meekly vow'd to ſpend my life 
In penitence and prayer, 


The bold Sir Bertram now no more, 
Impetuous, haughty, wild; 
But poor and humble benedict, 
Now lowly, patient, mild * 


# 


x 


My land I gave to feed the poor, 

And ſacred altars raiſey : 

And here a lonely Anchorite 
Icame to end my days, 


This ſweet ſequeſter d vale I choſe, 


"OB; - * 
4 * * l 
wy 1 Fa 
2 1 
: 7 ” 
« = 
+ — „ 


Theſe rocks and hanging groves z © 


For oft beſide that murmuring ſtream 
My love was wont to rove, 


— 


My noble friend approv'd my choice; 
This bleſt retreat he gave: 
And here I carv*d her beauteous form, 
And ſcoop'd this holy cave. 


Full fifty winters, all forlorn, 
My life I've lingered here; 
And daily ol er this ſculptured faint 
I drop the penſive teac. 


And thou, dear brother of my heart, 

So faithful and ſo true, 
The ſad remembrance of thy fate 
Still makes my boſom rue. 


* K 2 | | 


Yet 


— — —- » > —— — 
——— — eD — - = 


34 ed = = 
on: 92 — 8 * 

= rr 
* * r 


== 


: > 1 . py . . : o * ? 
. 2 N \ 4 by - : a « 
* Y vo 8 * . * —— 
- þ . = 2 2 _ 5, , . Y 4 8 
* : _ & \ 1 — 6 
„ 2 : - .: C R 
7 f * 10 — . 
of * 
2 * 1 , £ 
— — J 1 * 0 
4 þ * 10 4 
22 — We 1 
s 4 > W . — 4 
3 j + aw * 7 2 


ve geen eg beg wy Em. 


Forſaken, or forgot, 1 7 
Tue Pc and his noble Sons Ws 
LIP grace m y N Tore 


* 4 


Ofc the great Earl from toils of f fare, TE 


And 6umbrous pomp of power, 


bY Would: gladly ſeek my r 
1 ti the en hour. ja 


- 


: Put 12850 of” hs i is oath of woe, Th 


1 liv*d to mourn his fall: 


1 liv'd to mourn his godlike Sons, 


And friends e all. 


* 


AY Bur thou ths . afthy race, 5 | 


Lov'd youth, ſhalt now reſtore 1 


And raiſe again the P ERC name 


ROE EES ious than e 


He 800970, ry on os 610%) pair Ye Les 


His choiceft 1 laid: 


While they with thanks and plying tears | 


His mournful tale repaid,” 


And now whe e conſe to take 


They aſk'd the good old fire; 
And guided by his ſage advice 
To ad they retire, = 


— 


Mean- time their ſuit ſuch favour found 
At RABY'Ss ſtately hall, 


| — Earl Neville and his princely Spouſe 


e gladly pardon all. 


* 
; . 


She a I at her ® Nephew's chrone . | 
The royal grace implord; 4 7 
Toall the honaurs of his rade 


> ThE GRE AW: 3j) ͤ ᷣ 


The kf Earl gill more 5 more pas e hayg! 
AA his beauteous dame: ]? 

Nine noble Bo us to him ſhe bore, kit 0% Om 
N * their name. Fat 


% 8 1 ; A 
OP, 4 * x z 4 5 "Ri 
a . b , y Y 


» | King Henry V. 2 1414. 
( 


: 


„ The account given in the foregoing ballad of young Pare 


5 7 ſon of Horse un, is confirmed by the follow ing Extract 
from an old Chronicle formerly belonging to Whitby Abbey. 


* 
* 
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uE END OF THE BALLADS | 
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6 ſlayne at Shreweſbury,Sand of ELIiZzABZEHT , the 

46 daughter of the Erle of Marche, after the death of 

15 115 4 his Father and Grauntſyre, was exiled into Scot- 
land“ in the time of King Henry the Fourth-: but 
- «© in the time of King Henry: the: Fifth, by the labour 
*. of Jonanne the countes of Weſtmerland, (whoſe 

« Daughter AL LENMOR be Had wiedded in coming into 
4 England,) he recovered the King's grace, and the 
4% countye of Northumberland, fo 1 was the ſecond Erle 


70 of . © 


me * 48. T7 + 
51 1 Jo WV." W D 
x iy . 6 0 z . . . 8 * 
Fo 3 » "a IF Ws 1 5 
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e And * . A: hs W he begate IX 
- #6 Sonnes, and III Daughters, whoſe names be Jo- 
„ HAN NV, that is buried at Whytbye : InOMUAs lord 

« Egremont: KA THAR VME Gray of Rythyn: Sit 

„ Rarre Pracy: WII IIA Percy, a Byſbopp: 
„ Ricnany Percy: Jon, that dyed wir Hor 

% Iss uE: [another Joun, called by Vincent t Jo- 
Hannes Percy ſenior de 'Warkworth*':]  Georce 
. Percy, Clerk: HENRx that dyed: wir hour 
«© Is8Uzs: Aung —— : I beſides the eldeſt fon and 


56 i here . 1 he N in 1 viz] 


* 
Lo 


ce. He NAY Px Ac . the third Erle of ue land 


via Harl. MS8, No 696 (36. Yin the Britiſh \iuſeun, 


"ow, 


VE, 
21. mined on Exile i in Scotland during the Reign of kinz 3 
Henry IV. 1n Scotia exulavit Yempore. Henrici Regis quar ti, Lav . 


MS, peaes Duc. North. 


or 


AM 


id _ | : 
| -- I See bis Great Batonag No. 15 in the Heralds once. 
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Irin perle Ra the: curious Mee to: bed 
formed, that from a word or two. formerly legible- 
over one of the Chapel Doors, it is believed that the 
Text there inſeribed was that Latin verſe of * Pral= 
miſt, Which! is in our Tranſlation, FF 


MY TEARS HAVE BEEN MY MEAT 
RE, DAY ANN NIGHT. 3 


118 alfa. cenain,. that the memory of the firſt 8 
was held in: ſuch regard and veneration by the PAC 
Family ; that they afterwards: maintained a. Chantry 
Prieſt, to reſide in the Hermitage, and celebrate Maſs. 
in the Chapel: Whoſe allowance, uncommonly, liberal 
and munificent, was continued down to the Diſſolution 
of the Monaſteries; and then the whole Salary, toge - 
ther with the Hermi tage and all its dependencies, rever- 
ted back to the Family, having never been endowed i in 
mortmain. On this account we have no Record, which 
fixes the date of the foundation, or gives any particulan 
account of the firſt Hermit; hut the following Inſtru- 
ment will ſhew the liberal Exhibition afforded to his 
dueceſſors. It is the Patent granted to the laſt Hermit 
in 15.32, and is copied from an ancient MS. book of 
Grants, &c. of the VIth Earl of Moyer | in. 
| Henry the-ViIIths time Þ. 
| If; 


SIR: GEORGE. LANCASTRE. PATENT 
oke XX MERKS EY IE RR. 


«HY Han pas Erle of Northumberland, Kc. 4 6 
« „Joue that I the ſaid Erle, in conſideration of the dili- 
* gent and thankful ſervice, that my well OY Chaps. 


* Pfal. xii. 33 TY "OO? we 4 N. 1 penes 


Duc. Northumb. 1 
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This would be equal to 
nicon Pretioſum. 


1 i. e. Going : from the verb, To Gase. 


1 „„ „„ 


31 
len ſir George Larcaſtre hath don unto me the faid 


Erle, and alſo for the goode and vertus diſpoſition that 
I do percetve in him: And for that he ſhall have in 


N 


his daily recommendation and praiers the good eſtate 


of all ſuch noble Blode and other Perſonages, as be 


44 now levyngez And the Soules of ſuch noble Blode 


as be departed. to the mercy of God owte of this pre- 
ſent lyve, Whos Names are conteyned and wrettyn 
in a Table upon perchment ſigned with thande of me 
the faid Erle, and delivered to the cuſtodie and keap- 
ynge of the ſaid fir George Lancaſtre: And further, 
that he ſhall kepe and ſaye his devyn ſervice in cele- 


bratyng and doynge Maſſe of 01g 0 every weke 


accordinge as it is written and ſet furth in the ſaide 
Table: Have geven and graunted, and bs theſe 
preſents do gyve and graunte unto the ſaid fr 
George, myn Armytage belded in a Rock of Stone 
within my Parke of WARKWORTRH in the County 
of Northimberland, in the honour of the bleſſed Try- 
nete, With a yerly Stipende of twenty Merks by 
or *, from the feeſt of ſeint Michell tharchaungell 
aſt paſt afore the date herof yerly duryng the natu- 


- rall lyve of the faid fir George: Ano alſo the faid 
Erle have geven and graunted, and by 
do gyve and graunte unto the ſaid fir George Lan- 


theſe Preſents 


caſtre, the occupation of one little Gresground of myn 
called Cony-garth nygh adjoynynge the ſaid Harmy* 
tage, only to his only uſe and proufit wynter and ſu- 
mer durynge the ſaid terme; Tye Garden and Or 
teyarde belongyng the ſaid Armytagez Tre Gate 


© and Paſture of Twelf Kye and a Bull, with their Calves 


ſuking; And two Horſes goying and beyng within 
my ſaid Parke of Warkworth wynter and ſomer; 
One Draught of Fiſſhe every Sondaie in the yere 0 


the Chro- 


STE TIED 


£100 per annum now. See 


E hy 
te he drawn forenenſt * the ſaid Armytage, called The- 
« Trynete 9 AND Twenty Lods of Fytewode 


« to be taken of my Wodds called Shilbotell Wode, 
« duryng the ſaid term. The faid Stipend of xx Merks 
hy yer to be taken and perceived t yerly of the rent 

« and ferme of my Fiſſhyng of Warkworth, by thands 
« of the Fermour or Fermours of the ſame for the tyme 


« beyng yerly at the times ther uſed and accuſtomed by 


« evyn Portions, In wytnes £925 

« whereof to thes my Letters Allowe in recompence 
Patentes I the ſaid Erle herof yerly x ft. 

« have ſet the Seale of myn Richerd Ryche. 

“Armes: YeveN undre my | PEAT 
« Signet at my Caſtle of Warkworth, the third -daye 


„of December, in the xxiiith Yer of the Reigne of our 


« Severeyn Lord king Henry the eight.“ 


On the diflolution of the Monaſteries, the above 


Patent was produced before the Court of Augmentation 
in Michaelmas-Term, 20 Oc. A. 29 Hen. VIII. 
when the ſame was allowed by the Chancellor and 
Counfel of the ſaid Court, and all the profits confirmed 
to the incumbent fir George Lancaſter ; Excepting that 
in compenſation for the annual Stipend of Twenty 


Marks, he was to receive a Stipend of Ten Marks, and 


to have a free Chapel called the Rood Chapel, and the 
Hoſpital called St, Leonard, within the Barony of Wig- 


don, in the County of Cumberland, 


After the peruſal of the above PAT EN it will per- 


haps be needleſs to caution the Reader againſt a Miſtake, 
| fome have fallen into ; of confounding this Hermitage 
EAR Warkworth, with a Chantry. 3 WITHIN 


* Or fore-anenſt ; i, e. oppoſite, 4 Sic MS. 80 the 
MS. The above Sir Richard Rych was Chancellor of the Aug* 
meatation at the Supprefſion of the Monaſteries. 
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” the town itſelf, by Nicholas de Farnham, biſbop of 


Durham, in the reign of Henry III. who appropriated 
the Church of Brankeſton for the maintenance there of 
1 WO Benedictine Monks from Durham *. That ſmall 
monaſtic foundation is indeed called a Cz LL by biſhop 
Tanner : but he muſt be very ignorant, who ſuppoſes 
that by the word CELL is Sy to be underſtood 
a Hermitage; whereas it was commonly applied to any 
_ ſmall conventual eſtabliſhment, which was dependant on 
another. 8 5 


As for the Chapel belonging to this endowmene of bi. 
ſhop Farnham, it is mentioned as in ruins in ſeveral old 
Surveys of queen Elizabeth's time; and its ſcite, not 


_ far from Warkworth Church, is till remembered. But 


that there was never more than on # Prieſt maintained, 
at one and the ſame time, within the He RMIT AGE, is 

lainly proved: (if any further proof be wanting) by the 
8 Extract from a Survey of Warkworth, made 
in the year 1569, f viz. | | 


„ There is in the Parke (fc. of Warkworth) alſo 
© one Houle hewyn within one Cragge, which is called 
4c the Hermitage Chapel: In the lame ther haith bene 
& one Preaſi keaped which did ſuch 8 lye ſervices as 
% that tyme was yſed and celebrated. The Manſion 
% Howſe (ſc. the ſmall building adjoining to the Cragg) 
« ys nowe in decaye : The Cloſes that apperteined 

66 ” the ſaid Chanttie ys occupied to his Lordſhip's 

ve u e. f = h 


| Ang. Sacr. p. 739. 7 Net Mon. 296. 1 By George 
_ ' Clarkſon, Ms. penes Duc. North. 
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BLEEDING ROCK, 
Wo LEGENDARY TALES. 


Br MISS HANNAH MORE. 


Of them who, wrapt in Earth ſo cold, 
No more the ſmiling day ſball view, 
Shou" d many a tender tale be told, 

For many a tender thought is due. 


LANGHORNE, 


* 


ET a nag 
- ——— —-— 


—— oh - 5; — 


— — 2 


DAD GARRICK, EN. 


SER; 


I. is ſcarcely poſſible that any one ſhould 
entertain a more humble opinion of the 
following little Production, than ſnhe who 
preſents it to you. It is a trifle which, the 
confeſſes, has but a very ſlender claim to 
your protection; but ſhe conſiders that your 
Name will be an ornament to the Book, 
as your Friendſhip has been an honour to its 
Author. | 


Where merit is inconteſtible, and cha- 
raters are decided by the concurring ſuf- 
frage of mankind, praiſe becomes almoſt 
impertinent. It is abſurd to be induſtrious 
in proving truths ſo ſelf-evident, that no one 
ever thought of controverting them. 


I may be accuſed of advancing a ſtartling 
propoſition, when I declare that you are 


an enemy to the Muſes ; but if it be allowed 
that deſcription and invention are the very - 


foul of Poetry, I ſhall be juſtified by the world 
L 1 
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in general, who conſtantly behold you dif. 
playing talents which cannot be deſcribed, 

and exhibiting excellencies which leave no 
thing to be imagined. | $11 


Whatever reaſon I may find to regret my 

having ventured theſe little Poems into the 
world, I ſhall at leaſt have no common plea- 
ſure in recollecting one circumſtance attend. 
ing them, fince they furniſh me with an oc- 
caſion of aſſuring ”"_ with what eſteem and 
ration 


4 am, Six, 
Your moſt obedient, C 


\_ — and very humble Servant, 


- HANNAH MORE 


BIS ror, | | 
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PART I 


O nfira Vita, ebe ſi bella in wiſla ! 
Com® perde agevalmente in un moments 
Suel, chen malt anni @ grand penas* acquiſia 4 - 


PETRARCA. 


HERE was a young and valiant Knight, 
SIX ELDRED was his name, 
Ind never did a worthier wight 

The rank of knighthood claim. 


here gliding Tay her ſtream ſends forth, 
To feed the neighbouring wood, 

he ancient glory of the North, 

SIX ELDReD's caſtle ſtood, 


he youth was rich as youth might be 
In patrimonial dower z 

And many a noble feat had he. 
Atchieved, in hall, and bower. 
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He did not think, as ſome have thought, 
| Whom honour never crown'd, 
The fame a father dearly bought, 
Cou'd make the ſon renown'd, 


9 
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He better thought a noble fire, 
. Who gallant deeds had done, 
= To deeds of hardihood ſhou'd fire 


A brave and gallant ſon, 


The faireſt anceſtry on earth | 
Without deſert is poor | 2X 
And every deed of lofty worth | 
Is buta claim for more, 


Sir ELD RE D's heart was good and kind, 
Alive to Pity's call; 62 

A crowd of virtues grac'd his mind, 
He lov'd, and felt for all. ; 


When merit raiſed the ſufferer's name, 
He ſhower'd his bounty Hen; | 
| And thoſe who could not prove that claim, H 
He ſuccour*d fill as men. 


But ſacred truth the Muſe compels T 
His errors to impart; "oz 
And yet the Mufe reluctant tells 4 | U; 
The fault of EL DREPD's heart: 3 
Tho' kind and gentle as the dove, 15 
As free from guile and art, 4 
And mild, and ſoft as infant love 8 An 
The feelings of his heart: Te”: | ” 
Yet if the paſſions ſtorm'd his ſoul, | Wh 
By jealouſy led on; £ 
The whirlwind rage diſdain'd controul, Anc 


And bote his virtues down. f : Y 
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„ 
Not Thule's waves ſo wildly break 
To drown the northern ſhore 3 
Nor Etna's entrails fiercer ſhake ; 
Or Scythia*s tempeſts roar, 


As when on ſummer's ſweeteſt day, 
To fan the fragrant morn, | 

The ſighing breezes ſoftly ſtray 
O'er fields of ripen'd corn; 


Sudden the lightning's blaſt deſcends, ' 


Deforms the ravag d fields 
At once the various ruin blends, + 
And all reſiſtleſs yields, | 


But when, to clear his ſtormy breaſt, 
The ſun of reaſon ſhone, _ | 
And ebbing paſſions ſunk to reſt, | 

And thew'd what rage had done; 


O then what anguiſn he betray'd ! 
His ſhame how deep, how true! 
He view'd the waſte his rage had made, 


And ſhudder'd at the view. i 


The meek-ey*d dawn, in ſaffron robe, 


Proclaĩim'd the opening day, 
| Up roſe the ſun to gild the globe, 
And hail the new-born May ; 


The birds their vernai notes repcat, 
And glad the thick'ning grove, 

And feather*d partners. fondly greet 
With many a ſong of love; 


When pious EL DRE U walk'd abroad 
His morning vows to pay, 

And hail the univerſal Lord 
Who gave the goodly day. 
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That done—he left his woogland Blade, 


And journey 'd far away: 
He lov'd to court the ſtranger ſhade, 
And thro? the lone vale ſtra y. 


Within the boſom of a wood, 
By circling hills embrac'd, 
A little, modeſt manſion ſtood, 

Built 12 the hand of taſte. 


While many a prouder callle fell, 

This ſafely did endure 

The houſe where- guardian virtues dwell 
Is ſacred, and ſecure, 


Of Eglantine an Hütte fence 
Around the manſion ſtood, 


Which charm'd at once the raviſh'd ſenſe, 
And ſcreen'd an infant wood. 


The wood receiv'd an added grace, 
As pleas'd it bent to look, 

And view'd its ever verdant face 
| RefleRted 1 in a brook, 


The ſmallneſs of he 8 did well 
The maſter's fortunes ſhew ; 


But little ftreams may ſerve to tell 


From what a ſource they flow. 


Tb manfion RENT an aged Knight, 


And ſuch a man was he, 
As heaven juſt ſhews to human ſight, 
To tell what man ſhou'd be, 


His dent in many a welbfought field 
Was train'd betimes to war; 

His boſom like a well worn ſhield, 
Was grac'd wich Ry a ſcar. 


LiF: 
The vigour ofa green old age 
His reverend form did bear; 
And yet, alas! the warrior ſage 


Had drain'd the dregs of care: 


And ſorrow more than age can break, 
And wound its hapleſs prey; 
Twas ſorrow furrow'd his firm cheek, 


And turn'd his bright locks gray. 


One darling daughter ſooth'd his cares, 
A young and ebe dame; 
Sole 8 of his failing years, 

And BIR THA was her name, 


Her heart a little ſacred ſhrine, 
Where all the Virtues meet 3 

And holy Hope, and Faith divine, 
Had claim'd it for their ſeat. 


She rear'd a fair and . h bower, 
Of wild and ruſtic ta 


And there ſhe ſcreen'd each fav'rite flower 5 


From every ruder blaſt. 


And not a ſhrub or plant was there 
But did ſome moral yield; 

For wiſdom, by a father's care, 

Was found in every field, 


The trees whoſefoliage fell away, 
And with the ſummer died, 

He thought an image of decay 
Might lecture human W 


While fair, perennial greens chat ſtood, 
And bray*d the wintry blaſt, 

As types of the fair mind he viewed 
Which ſhall for ever laſt, 


He 


-[ © 48 * 
His a her that the gaudieſt flowers | 
Were ſeldom fragrant found, . 


But waſted ſoon their little powers, 
3 * on the n = 


While the e roſe hall laſt, 
And boaſt its fragrant power, 

When life's imperfect day is paſt, 

And beauty 8 er hour. 


And here the virgin 105 to lead 
Her inoffenſive day, 
| And here ſhe oft retir'd to read, 
| And oft retir'd to pray. 


Abo werd ſhe graced the woodland ſhades, | | 
Prom courts and cities far, 1 
The pride of Caledonian maids, 
The peerleſs northern ſtar. 


As ſhines that bright and dibieg _ 
The glory of the night, . WE ES f 

When ſailing thro' the ese air 
She ſheds her filver light; 


80 Birth a ſhone I But when ſhe ſpoke 
The Muſe herſelf was heard, 

As on the raviſh'd air ſhe. broke, 
And thus her prayer preferr d: 


6. O bleſs thy Bi ur nA, Power Supreme, vs 60 


& In whom I live and move, 
& And bleſs me moſt by bleſſing him : 
1 Whom more chan life Ilove.“ 55 


66 
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She ſtarts to hear a firanger” voice, 
And with a modeſt grace 


She lifts her meek eye in ſurprize, 
And ſees a ſtranger's face. 


The ſtranger loſt in tranſport ſtood, 
Bereft of voice and pow'r, 

While ſhe with equal wonder view'd 

Sin ELDRED OT THE BOW ER. 


The virgin bluſh which ſpreads * cheek, 
With Nature's pureſt dye, 

And all thoſe x foul bil which break, 
Like morning from her * | 


He view'd them all, Jer. as he view'd 
Drank deeply of deli ght ; 

And ftill his raptur'd eye purſued, 
And feafted on the hight, 


With filent wonder long they gaz'd, 
And neither ſilence broke; 

At length the ſmorher'd paſſion blaz'd, 
Enamour'd ELDxeD ſpoke: 


« O ſacred Virtue, heavenly power | 
© Thy wondrous force I feel; 

* I gaze, I tremble, I adore, _ 
Let die my love to tell, 


% My ſcorn has oft tho dart repell'd 
Which guileful beauty thew, 

* But goodneſs heard, and grace beheld, 
“ Muſt every heart ſubdue,” 
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Quick on the ground her exes were caſt, 
d | 


And now as quickly rais 
Her father haply that way paſt, 
On whom lhe trembling gazd. 
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Good Axvortvn's eye his Bixtha meets 

— With glances of delight; „ 

And thus with coutteous ſpeech he greets 
The young and graceful Knight; 
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« O gallant Youth, whoe'er thou art, 
__ © 'Thou'rt welcome to this place z 

« There's ſomething riſes at my heart, 
& Which ſays I've ſeen that face.“ 


Thou generous Knight,“ the youth rejoin'd, 
6 'Tho? little known to fame, oF 

| 5c I truſt I bear a grateful mind——_ 

, % Sir ELD RED is my name.” 


© Sir ELDRED?” -ARDOL TH loud exclaim'd, 
© Renown'd for worth and power? 
& For valour and for virtue fam'd, 5 

« Sir EL DRED or THE Bower? 7 


; t Now make me grateful, righteous Heaven, 
uh “% As thou art good to me, | 
# « Since to my aged eyes *tis given 
\ « Sir ELD&EeD's ſon to ſee !“ 


Then AxpoLyn caught him by the hand, 
And gaz'd upon his face, 8 
And his aged boſom ſtrain'd, p 
With many a kind embrace. 


an” 


Again 


Ein Þ-- 
Again he view d him o'er and o'er, | =! 
And doubted ſtill the truth, 1 — 
And aſk'd what he had aſk d before, kt: 
Then thus addreſt the youth: 


« Come now beneath my roof I pray, 

„„ Some needful reſt to take, 

« And with us many a chearful day 
« Thy friendly ſojourn make.” 


He enter'd at the gate ſtraitway 
Some needful reſt to take, | 
And with them many a chearful day 

Did friendly ſojourn make · 


— 
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THE END OF THE FIRST PART, 
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LEGENDARY” TAL E. 
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NCE—"twas upon a Summer's walk, 
The gaudy day was fled; 

They cheated time with chearful talk, 
When thus Sir Ax DOLY RH ſaid: 


« Thy father was the firmeſt friend ?. 
« That e*er my being bleſt? _ 
And every virtue Heaven could ſend, 
. Faſt bound him to my breaſt, 


« Together did we learn to bear Ig . 
The caſque and ample ſhield ; 

«© Together learn'd in many a war, 
« he deathful ſpear to wield. 


6 To make our union ſtill more dear, 
«© We both were doom'd to prove 
& What is moſt ſweet and moſt ſevere 

6 In heart —— love. 


g 
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4 The daughter of a Oe Knight 
„Did my fond beart en age; 

5 « And ne*er did Heaven the virtues write 
D wy Hr hp a fairer page. 8 


« His en felt an equal wound, 
, Nor ſighed we long in vain: 

6c One ſummer's ſun beheld us bound 
60 15 ye s holy chain, 


75 Thou waſt Sir ELvzzv's only child, 
„Thy father's darling joy; 
On me a lovely daughter ſmil'd ; 
Ao On me a a Wy. . 


— 


gut man has woes, has loads of care, 
That dim his ſtar of life?: 

„ My arms receiv'd the little pair, 

"IC earth's cold breath my wife. 


Forgive, on gentle Knjght, forgive, 
„Fond fooliſh tears will flow; 
« One day like mine thy heart may have, 
And mourn its lot of woe. U 5 


« But grant, kind Heaven! thou ne 'r may*lt know | 
« The pangs I now.impart ; 
Nor ever feel the deadly blow, 
6 That ives a huſband's heart, 


40 
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Beſide the blooming banks of Toy, | 
«« My angel's aſhes ſleep ; 
« And wherefore ſhould her AX DOoL TR flay, 


15 e to watch and weep ? 


5 g 61 boxe 


e ] hore my beauteous babes away -Þ 
„ With many a guſhing tear, FE ea 
] left the blooming banks of Tay, 

& And brought my darlings here, 


te ] watch'd my little houſhold cares, 
« And form'd their growing youth; 

« And fondly train'd their infant years 
% To love and cheriſh truth.“ 

« Thy blooming BIR THA here I ſee,” 
Sir ELlpRBEb ſtrait rejoined; 

% But why the ſon is not with thee, 

1 Reſolve my doubting mind.“ 


When Bir TH a did the queſtion hear, 
She ſigh'd but could not ſpeak z 

And many a ſoft and filent tear, 
Stray*d down her damafk cheek. 


Then paſs'd o'er good Sir Ax DOLYR's face, 
A caſt of deadly pale; 1 
But ſoon compos'd, with manly grace 


He thus rene w'd his tale. 


« For him my heart too much has bled, - 
For him my darling fon, 
« Has ſorrow preſt my hoary head 
% But Heaven's high wilFbe done. 


« Scarce eighteen winters had reſoly'd, 
% To crown the circling year, 
'© Before my valiant boy revoly*d 
„The watrior's lance to bear. 


* Too high I priz'd my native land, 1 
Too dear his fame I held, | 
And keep him from the field, 
N 


T' oppoſe a parent's ſtern command. 
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3 | 5 ce He left me- left his ſiſter too, | 
Vet tears bedew'd his face— — 
= 4 What could a feeble old man do?: 

« He burſt from my embrace, 


I 4 O thirſt of glory, fatal flame ? 
| 6 O laurels dearly bought! 
| «© Yet fweet is death when earn'd with fame 
So virtuous EpwY thought, 


Fe « Pull manfully the brave bay ſtrove, 
«© 'Tho' preſs 57 ranks oppoſe z 

«© But weak the ſtrongeſt arm muſt prove 
«« Againſt an hoſt of foes, 


40 A deadly wound my fon receives, 
A ſpear aſſails his fide : 5 
4 Grief does not kill — for Azp OLPH lives 
68, To tell that Epwy died. 


% His 2 lov'd mother died again 
« In Epwr's parting groan 3 
6.1] wept for her, yet wept in vain— 

MY wept for both in one. 


II would have died—1 ſou t to die; 
= But Heaven reftrain'd the thought, 
* And to my paſſion clouded eye 

« My helpleſs BIA THA brought, 


3s When lo ! array'd in robes of light, 
«« A nymph celeſtial came; | 

« She clear'd the miſts that dimm'd my ſi ght. 
% RELIGION was her name. 


4 She 3 ho chaft temen di vine, 
«© And bade me kiſs the rod; 
se She taught this rebel heart-of mine 
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« RetiGion taught me to ſuſtain 
«« What nature bade me feel z . 
« And piety reliev*d dhe „ 12 20 II OE 
6 Which time can never heal. „ F098 00 es 


He ceas'd with ſorrow and deli ght 
The tale Sir EL DR E D hears, 0 
Then weeping cries—** Thou noble Knight, Pl SSCL, 
6 For thanks accept my tears. A heh Ho 
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0 ArvoLem, might I dare aſpire | 

To claim ſo bright a boon: + 6D th 1 birt 

Good old Sir ELDRED was my fires!" 54: 13798 2 
And thou haſt. loft 8 161 ein 


„ And tho? I want a worthier plea 8 3 


i« To urge ſo dear a cauſe; Nals gon! 
“ Vet, let me to thy boſom be e e 
12 What once thy Epwy was. „ ier e 
&« My trembling tongue its aid denies * UT 
For theu mayꝰſt diſapprove; & (+ FEET m 


Then read it in my ardent eyes, 


* Oh ! read * tale of love. eee TER 
. „ Ee OR; 
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66 Thy 8 BI RTI A — 1 Gracious Power, 


„% How could I e*er repine,? 3: 75 1ttnuty n Mien 

Cries Ax Do L R, fince I ſee this hour "4 HOT 
® Yes——=B1iRrH a ! ſhall be thine.” 155 4% G6 

A little tranſient : gleam of red 

Shot faintly ober her fac, eme; 

And every trembling feature 1 ft 1518.40 of 
With IST diſordered Fu. 15634 litany off 

Mz” Renee Ee 


4 


5 
4 


Wer, 4” > 


PPP 
. 


— — — Ta, — T 
— — — — 

* — . Fe "2- p : > 0 
——— —— — oc *—2 2 P j 7 


* 


— .. 6} 
ff The tender father kindly ſmil'd 
= - With fulneſs of content, 


And fondlyeyed his darling child, 
| Who, bafhful, bluſb'd conſent. 


O then to paint the viſt delight | 
That fill'd Sir ELDRERD's heart, 
To tell the tranſports of the Knight, 

Mouẽd mock the Muſe's art. 


But every kind and gracious ſoul, \ 
Where gentle paſſions dwell, = 

Will better far conceive the whole, , 

Than any Muſe can tell. | BM 


The more the Knight his Bin TH a knew, . | 4 
The more he priz'd the maid 3 9 
Some worth each day produc'd to view, 7 
Some grace each hour betray'd. 5 


be virgin too was fond to charm © 60 

Ih be dear accompliſh'd Vouth; | 

His fingle breaſt ſhe ſtrove to warm, a | te 
And crown'd with love his truth. . 

Unlike the dames of modern days, _ 

Who general homage claim, 


Who court the uniuerſal gaze, 
And pant for public fame. 
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7 hen Beauty but on merit ſmil'd, 
Nor were her chaſte ſmiles folds * 10 
No venal father gave his child  _ 5 bh 


| es The 


For grandeur or for gold. 
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. 
The ardour of young EL DBREZD's flame 
But ill cou'd brook delay, ,, 
And oft he preſs d the maid to name 
A ſpeedy nuptial day. 


The fond impatience of his breaſt ; 
*Twas all in vain to hide, | „ 

But ſhe his eager ſuit repreſt | * 
With modeſt, maiden pride. 
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When oft Sir ELVUDRE o preſs'd the day 
Which was to crown his truth, 
The thoughtful Sire would ſigh, and ſay, ; 
« O happy ſtate of youth! 2 f 
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4 It little recks the woes which wait 
To ſcare its dreams of joy, 

© Nor thinks to-morrow's alter'd fate 
« May all thoſe dreams deſtroy. 


& And tho? the flatterer, Hope, deceives, 
« And painted proſpects ſhews 

t Yet man, ſtill cheated, ſtill believes 
« Till death the bright ſcene cloſe, 


« So look'd my bride, ſo ſweetly mild, 

„ On me her bęauty's ſlave ; Te 

& But whilſt ſhe look'd, and whilſt the ſmil'd, 
*« She ſunk into the grave. DR 
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Vet, O forgive an old man's care, 
Forgive a father's zeal: 5 

* Who fondly loves muſt greatly fear, 

Who fears muſt greatly feel, 
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„ Once 
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7 8 more in ſoft and ſacred bands | 


Shall love and Hymen meet; 


„ To- morrow ſhall unite your hands, 


Nos And be 5885 bliſs ener! Id 1 iy 


as 


The riſi ing ſun inflam'd the ky, 
The golden orient bluſh*d, 

But Brix Th a*s cheeks a ſweeter die, 
A brighter crimſon fluſh'd. | 


The prieſt, in milk-white veſtments clad, . 
Perform'd the myſtic rite 

Love lit the hallow'd torch that led 
Bk ad s chaſte delight. 


How feeble 8 were to ſpeak 
Th' immeaſurable j Joy. | 
That fir'd Sir EL.Daev's ardent check, 5 
And W in his eye ts 95 125 


Sir Ax bol rn's l ſtood confeſt, 


A pleaſure all his own z _ 
The guarded rapture of a breaſt 
Which many a . had known... 


Twas ſuch a ſober ſenſe of 3 joy 

As Angels well might keep; 

Aj Joy chaſtis'd. by piety, 
A joy prepard to Ny 


To recollect her ſcatter'd e 
And ſhun the noon- tide hour, 
The lovely bride in ſecret ſought. - 
- The coolneſs of her Der. 8 


FE TT 


Long ſhe remain'd——th* enamour'd Knight, 


Impatient at her ſtay, 5 
And all unfit to taſte delight _ 
When BIX THA was away, 


Betakes him to the ſacret Bower; 
His footſteps ſoftly move; 

Impell'd by every tender power, 
He ſteals upon his love, | 


O, horror? horror! blaſting ſight ! 
He ſees his BIK THA Scharm, 

Reclin'd with melting fond delight, 
Within a ſtranger's arms, 


Wild frenzy fires his frantic hand, 
Diſtracted at the ſight, 
He flies to where the lovers ſtand, 

And ſtabs the ſtranger Knight. 


"Die, traitor, die, thy guilty flames 
« Demand th* avenging ſteeP'—n 
It is my brother, ſhe exclaims, 


„%ig EDw Y- Oh farewell!“ 


An aged peaſant, EpwyY's guide, 


The good old Ar pores ſought 3 
He told him that his boſom's pride, 
His Eowy, he had brought, 


O how the father's feelings melt ! 1 
How faint and how revive! 1 

Juſt ſo the Hebrew Patriarch felt, 
To find his ſon alive. 


3 Y, 


| « Let me behold my darlings's face, | 


« And bleſs him ere I die!“ 


Ihen with a ſwift and vigorous pace, bs 


He to the Bower did hie. 


O fad reverſe funk on the ground 
His flaughter'd ſon he view'd, 
And dying BixTH a cloſe he found 


In brother's blood imbru d. N 


Cold. ſpeechleſs, ſenſeleſs EL.DnagD near 


Gaz'd on the deed hed done: 
Like the blank ſtatue of Deſpair, 
Or Madne/s grav'd in ſtone, 


The father ſaw= ſo Jepthah ſtood, 

So turn'd his woe-fraught eye, ih 
When the-dear, deftin'd child he view'd, 
His zeal had doom'd to die, 


He look'd the woe he could not ſpeak, 

And on the pale corſe preſt 

His wan, diſcolour'd, dying cheek, 
And ſilent ſunk to reſt, '  . 


* 


T hen BizTH a faintly rais'd her eye, 
Which long had ceas'd to ſtream, 


 OnELyxep fx d with many a figh 


Its dim, departing beam. 


The 8010 „ cold dews of haſtening death _ 


Upon her pale face ftandz 
And quick and{ſhort her failing breath, 
And tremulous her hand, 
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The cold, cold dews of haſtening death, 
The dim departing eye, 
The quivering hand, the thort quick breath 
He view * and did not die, 


aa\, 


He ſaw her ſpirit mount in air, 
[ts kindred ſkies to ſeek ! 

His heart 1ts anguiſh could not bear, 
And yet it would not break. 


The mournful Muſe fickaaty to tell 
How wretched ELDrep died: 

dhe draws the Grecian® Painters veil, 
The vaſt diſtreſs to hide. 


Yet 1 $ decrees are Juſt and wiſe, 
And man is born to bear, 
Joy is the portion of the ſkies, 

Beneath them all is care, 


In the celebrated Picture of the Sacrifice of Imphigenia, Ti- 


W manthes having exhauſted every image of grief in the by-ſtanders, 
threw a veil over the face of the father, whoſe ſorrow he was 


literly unable to expreſs» PIII. Book xxxv. 
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— The annual wound atlur*d 
The Syrian damſels to lament his fate, 
In amorous ditties all a ſummer*s day; 
| While ſmooth Adonis from his native Rock 
Kan purple to the ſea, ſuppos d with blood 
Of Thammuzs yearly wounded, 
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LEE DING ROCK: 


LEGENDARY TALE. 


W HERE beauteous Belmont rears its modeſt brow, 
To view Sabrina's ſilver waves below, | 
Lir'd LinDAM1RA 3 fair as Beauty's Queen, 
The ſame ſweet form, the ſame enchanting mein, 
With all that ſofter elegance of mind, 
By genius heighten'd and by taſte refin d. 
et early was ſhe doom'd the child of care, 
For love, ill-fated love ſubdu'd the fair. 
Ah! what avails each captivating grace, 
| The form enchanting, or the finiſh*d face " 

Or what each beaut y of the heaven-born mind, 
The ſoul ſuperior or the taſte refin'd ? 
beauty but ſerves deſtruction to inſure, 
And ſenſe, to feel the N it cannot cure. 
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Each neighb'ring youth aſpir'd to gain her hand, 
And many a ſuitor came from many a land, 
But all in vain each neighb'ring youth aſpir'd, 
And diſtant ſuitors all in vain admir'd. 

Averſe to hear, yet fearful to offend, 

The lover ſhe refus'd ſhe made a friend: 

Her meek rejection wore ſo mild a face, 
More like acceptance ſeem'd it than diſgrace. 


Young PoLyYDpoRe, the pride of rural ſwains, 


Was wont to viſit Belment*s blooming plains. 
Who has not heard how Polydore cou*'d throw 
Th' unerring dart to wound the flying doe? 
How leave the ſwifteſt at the race b-hind, 

How mount the courſer, and outſtrip the wind ? 
With melting ſweetneſs, or with magic fire, 
Breathe the foft flute, or ſtrike the louder lyre ? 
From that fam'd lyre no vulgar muſic ſprung, 
The Graces tun'd it and Apollo ſtrung. 


Apollo too was once a ſhepherd ſwain, 

And fed the flock, and grac'd the ruſtic plain, 

He taught what charms to rural life belong, 
The ſocial ſweerneſs, and the ſylvan ſong: 

He taught fair Wiſdom in her grove to wooe, 
Her joys how precious and her wants how few ! 
The ſavage herds in mute attention ſtood, 

And raviſh'd Echo fill'd the vocal woods 

The ſacred Siſters, ſtooping from their ſphere, 
Forgot their golden harps, intent to hear, 
Till Heaven the ſcene ſurvey*d with jealous eyes, 
And Jove in envy, call'd him to the ſkies, 


Young Palydere was rich in large domains, 
In ſmiling paſtures, and in flowery plains : 


With theſe he boaſted each exterior charm, 
To win the prudent, and the cold to warm; 
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To act the tenderneſs he never felt, 
In ſorrow ſoften, and in anguiſh melt. 


The ſigh elaborate the fraudful tear, 


The joy diſſembled, and the well-feign'd fear, 
All theſe were his; and his the treacherous art 


That ſteals the guileleſs and unpraQtis*d heart. - 


Too ſoon he heard of Lindamira's fame, 
"Twas each enamour'd Shepherd's fav'rite theme: 
Return'd the riſing, and the ſetting ſun, 
The Shepherd's fav'rite theme was never done, 
They prais d her wit, her worth, her ſhape, her ait! 
And even inferior beauties thought her fair. ot? 


Such ſweet perfection all his wonder moy*d's, © 
He ſaw, admit'd, nay fancied that he lov'd:; 


But Polydore no real, paſſion knew, 


W Loſt to all truth in feigning to be true. 


No ſenſe of tenderneſs could warm a heart : 
Too proud to feel, too felfiſ to impart.. 


Cold as the ſhows of Rhiedepe defbend, 


And with the chilling waves of Hebrus blend 33 — 
So cold the breaſt where Vanity preſides, i 
And mean ſelf- love the boſom- feelings guides. 


Too well he knew-to make his conqueſt ſure;,. 
Win her ſoft heart, yet keep his own ſecure, 
So oft he told the well imagin'd tale, 
So oft he fwore—how ſhould he not prevail? 


| Too unſuſpecting not to be deceiv'd, 


The well-imagin'd tale the nymph believ d; 
dhe lov'd the youth, ſhe thought herſelf beloy'd,. 


Nor. bluſh*d to praiſe whom every maid approv'd. 
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Alas ! that youth from Lindamira fat 
For newer conqueſts wages cruel war; 
With other nymphs on other plains he roams, 
Where injur'd Lindamira never comes; 
Laughs at her eaſy faith, inſults her woe, 
Nor pities tears himſelf had taught to flo w. 


And now her eye's ſoft radiance ſeem'd to fail, 

And now the crimſon of her cheek grew pale; 

The lilly there, in faded beauty, ſhews 
Its fickly empire o'er the vanquiſn'd roſe, 
Devouring ſorrow marks her for his prey, 

And flow and certain mines his filent way. 
Yet, as apace, her ebbing life declin'd, 
Increaſing ſtrength ſuſtain'd her firmer mind. 
*© O had my heart been hard as his,” ſhe cried, 
5 An hapleſs victim thus ] had not died; | 
© If there be gods, and gods there ſurely are, 
** Inſalted virtue douhtleſs is their care. Fi 
Then baſten, righteous Heaven! my tedious fate, 
Shorten my woes, and end my mortal date: 
* Quick let your power transform this failing frame, 
Let me be any thing but what I am! 
„And fince the cruel woes I'm doom'd to feel, 
Proceed, alas! from having lov'd too well; 
*© Grant me ſome form where love can have no part, 
Nor human weakneſs reach my guarded heart. 
© If pity has not left your bleſt abodes, 

Change me to flinty adamant, ye Gods 

To hardeſt rock, or monumental ſtone, 

Rather than let me know the pangs I've known, 
* So ſhall I thus no farther torments prove 
Nor taunting rivals fay, * ſhe died for love.” 

*© For ſure if aught can aggravate our fate, 
is ſcorn, or pity from the breaſt we hate.“ 
She ſaid, - The Gods accord the ſad requeſt; 
For when were pious pray'rs in vain addreſt? 


N OW, 
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Now, ſtrange to tell ! if rural folks ſay true, 
To harden'd Rock, the ſtiffening damſel grew; 
No more her ſhapeleſs features can be known, 
Stone is her body, and her limbs are ſtone ; 
The growing rock invades her beauteous face, 
And quickly petrifies each living grace; 

The ſtone her ſtature nor her ſhape retains, 
The nymph is vaniſh*d, but the rock remains. 
Yet wou'd her heart its vital ſpirits keep, 

And ſcorn to mingle with the marble heap. 
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When babbling Fame the fatal tidings bore, 
Grief ſeiz'd the Gul of perjur'd Polydere ; 
Deſpair and horror robb*d his ſoul of reſt, 

And deep compunction wrung his tortur'd breaſt, 
Then to the fatal ſpot in haſte he hied, ; 
And plung*d a deadly poniard in his fide : 

He bent his dying eyes upon the ſtone, 

And, Take, ſweet maid,” he cried, © my parting groan.” 
Fainting, the ſteel he graſp'd, and as he fell, | 
The weapon pierc'd the Rock he lov'd fo well; 

The guiltleſs ſteel aſſail'd the mortal part, 

And ftabb'd the vital vulnerable heart. 

The life - blood ifſuing from the wounded ſtone, 

Blends with the crimſon current of his own, 

And tho? revolving ages fince have paſt, 

The meeting torrents undiminiſh*d laſt; 

Still guſhes out the ſanguine ſtream amain, 


The ſtanding wonder of the ſtranger ſwain. 


Now once a year, ſo ruſtic records tell, 
When o'er the heath reſounds the midnight bell; 
On eve of Midſummer, that foe to ſleep, - 
What time young maids their annual vigils keep, 

| „ The 
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reſh gather d to declare 9 
The ſwains who falſe, from thoſe who conflant are; 


When ghoſis in clanking chains the church-yard walk, 


And ts the wondering ear of fancy talk: 


When the ſcar'd maid ſteals trembling thro” the grove, 


To kiſs the tomb of him who died for love; 
Steals broken pauſes of uncertain reſt; 
Nay, Grzef, ſhort ſnatches of repoſe can take, 
And nothing but Deſpair is quite awake, 
Then, at that hour, ſo ſtill, ſo full of fear, 
When all things horrible to thought appear, 

Is perjur*d Polydore obſetrv'd to rove 

A ghaſtly ſpectre thro? the gloomy grove ; 
Then to the Rock, the Bleeding Rack repair, 
Where ſadly ſighing, it diſſolves to air. 


Still when the hour of ſolemn rites return, 
The village train in ſad proceſſion mourn; 
Pluck every weed which might the ſpot diſgrace, 
And plant the faireſt field flow'rs in their place. 
Around no noxious plant, or floweret grows, 


43 But the firſt daffodil, and earlieſt roſe; 


The ſnow-drop fpreads its whiteſt boſom here, 
And golden cowſlips grace the vernal year; 
Here the pale pri ele takes a fairer hue, 

And every violet boaſts a brighter blue. 


Here builds the woodlark, here the faithful dove 


Laments her loft, or wooes het living love. 
Secure from harm is every hallowed neſt, 


The ſpot is ſacred where true lovers reſt... 


When with long watchings, Care, at length oppreſt, | 


* Midſummer-men, conſulted a8 oracles by village maide.. 
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To guard the Rock from each malignant ſprite a 
A troop of guardian ſpirits watch by night, 
Aloft in air each takes his little ſtand, 
The neighb'ring hill is hence call'd Fairy Land. 


#* By contraction Failand, a hill well known in Somerſetſhire; 
not far from this is The Bleeding Rock, from which conſtantly iſſues 
a crimſon current. 


THE END, 
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LUCY axy COLIN. 


n= ws Written by Thomas Tickel, Eſq; the eelebra- 
ted friend of Mr. Addiſon, and the editor of his works. He 
vas ſon of a Clergyman in the north of England, had his 
education at Queen's college Oxon, was under-ſecretary 
to Mr, Addiſon and Mr. es when ſucceffvely ſecre- 
taries of ſlate 3 and was laſtly (in June 1724) appointed 
ſecretary to the Lords Fuſftices in Ireland, which place he 
held till his death in 1740. He acquired Mr. Addifon"s 
| patronage by 4 poem in praiſe of the opera of Roſamond, 
written while he was at the Univerſity, | | 


O F Leinfter, fam'd for maidens fair, 

Bright Lucy was the grace; _ 

Nor e'er did Liffy*s limpid ſtream 
Reflect ſo fair a face; > ns 


| 5 . we ti ON 7 
Till luckleſs love, and pining care, 
Impai d der , ðͤ 
Her coral lips, and damaſk cheek, 
And eyes of gloſſy blue, 


Oh! 


{1 
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Oh ! have you ſeen a lilly pale, 
When beating rains deſcend ? 

So droop'd the flow conſuming maid z 
Her life now near its end, ; 


By Lucy warn'd, of flattering ſwains, 
Take heed, ye eaſy fair : 

Of vengeance due to broken vows, 
Fe perjur'd ſwains, beware, 


* 
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Three times all in the dead of night, 
A bell was heard to ring; 
And at her window, ſhrieking thrice, 
The raven flap'd his wing. 


Too well the love-lorn maiden knew, 
The ſolemn boding found; 
And thus in dying words beſpoke 
The virgins weeping round: 


f 


6c T hear a voice, you cannot hear, 

« Which ſays I muſt not ſtay: 
5 Tee a hand, you cannot ſee, 
«« Which beckons me away. 


6 By a falſe heart, and broken vows, 
« In early youth I die. | | 

© Am I to blame, becauſe his bride 

66 Is thrice as rich as 12 


& Ah! Colin, give her not thy vows; 
& Vows due to me alone; : 


66 Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kiſs, 


Nor think him all thy own, 


4 


« To- 
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To- morrow in the Church to wed, 
„% Tmpatient both prepare; 1 
« But know, fond maid, and know, ſalſe man, 
«© That Lucy will be there, | 
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Then bear my corſe: ye comrades, bear, 
„„ The bridegroom blithe to meet ; * | 
He in his wedding trim fo gay, 

« Tin my winding ſheet. * 
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She ſpoke, ſhe dy*d—her corſe was borne, 
The bridegroom blithe to meet; 


Edin his wedding trim ſo gay, 
She in her winding ſheet. 


Then what were perjur'd Colin's thoughts? 
How were thoſe nuptials kept? 
The bride- men flock d round Lucy dead, 
And all the village wepft. „ 


Confufion, ſhame, remorſe, deſpait, 
At once his boſom ſwell : 

The damps of death bedew*d his brow, 
He ſhook, he groan'd, he fell. 


From the vain bride, (ah bride no more) 
The varying crimſon fled, | 
When ſtretch'd before her rival's corſe, 
She ſaw her huſband dead. 
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Then to his Lucy's new-made grave, 
Convey'd by trembling ſwains, PE 
One mould with her, beneath one ſod, 
For ever now remains. 
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Oft at a grave the conſtant hind 3 


And plighted maid ate ſeen ; 


Witk garlands gay, and true-love knots, | 


The 7 1 the * * | 


But, ſwain e who'er r thou art, 
This hallow'd ſpot forbear z 


Remember Colin's dreadful ate, | 


And fear to meet him there, 
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+ In 4 comedy of Fletcher,” calkd The Knight of the 
burning Peſile, old Merry-Thaught enters repeating the 
following verſes * ET „„ 


When it was grown to dark midnight, 


And all were faſt aſleep, Ih 


In came Margaret's grimly ghoſt, | 
And ſtood at William's feet. Winn gs! 


— This was, probably, the 0 re of ſome ballad, com- 
monly known, at the time Wi | 

is all of it, I believe, that is any where tz be met 
with, Theſe lines, naked of ornament and ſimple as they 
are, ftruck my fancy and, bringing fre/h into my mind 
an unhappy adventure, much ' talked o, formerly, gave 
birth to the following poem; which was written many 
years ago, * e ee 
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WAS at the ſilent, ſolemn hour, 
Wzen night and morning meet; 
In glided MaARGARET's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood. at WIE LIAM's feet. 
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Her face was like an April morn, 
_ Chad in awinery cloud; 
And clay-cold was her lilly hand, 
That held her fable ſhroud. 


<5 -3 Uh 

| So ſhall the faireſt face appear, | ” 
When youth and years are flown: 

| duch is the robe that kings muſt wear, 

When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like a ſpringing flower, 
E Lauhat fips the filver dew; | — 
1 The roſe was budded in her cheek, 

=. Juſt opening. to the view. 

1 . 7 V. * , 

But Love, had like the ew worm, 


Conſum'd her early prime; 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek x 
' _ She dy'd before her time. | 
ID; REPO RET IVEY VI. 


Awake ! the cry'd, thy true Love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 


Now let thy Pity hear the mad. 05 
„%% refur'd fave, | -  » 


This i is the Joh and dreary hour, 
When injur d ghoſts complain; 

When yawning graves give up their dead, 
To haunt the faithleſs ſwain. 1 


i | VII. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath : 

And give me back my maiden-vow, 
And give me back my.troth. - 


IX” 
Why did you promiſe love-to.me, 
And not that promiſe keep ? 


Why did you ſwear my eyes were bright,” 
Yet leave thoſe 95 to e i 
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How could you ſay my face was fair,. 
And yet that” face forſake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break? © 
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Why did you ſay my lip was ; ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid! 
Believe the 1 „„ 


That face, alas ! no more is fair $- 
Thoſe lips no longer red: 

Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 

And every charm is fled, 
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The thogry worm my ſiſter is 4 


This winding ſheet F wear : | 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till chat laſt morn appear. £ 


* | IV. 
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Put Ae the Rr ag warn: me. r 5 
A long and late adieu h . 
Come, lee, falſe mar, how: !ow-ſhe . b 
Who dy*d for love of you. 


XV. 


The lark ſung loud z the morning baia, 
With beans of roſ y red > | I's 3 
Pale William quak'd in wand limb, 
And raving left his: vu, 


xvr 
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He by*d him to the fatal place Pe 
Where Margaret's body lay: 
And ftretch*d him on the green graſs turf, 
That wrap'd her breathleſs ow 
| XVII... h 6c 
+ 66 
And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, | ec 
And thiice he wept full ſore : | 4e 
Then laid his cheek to her cold * 
And word ſpoke never more! x 
| F: cc 


By Mx. . E 1 


: 


s # 


On the publication- of this ballad, in the year 1760, Mr. 
Mallet fubjoined an atteſtation of the truth of tlie \ fads. re- 
lated in ii, awhich we ſhall give the reader literally : 


Extract of a letter from the.. curate of Bowes. ia Yorks. 
Hire, on the ſubjed of the preceding poem, to. Mr. Cops 
perthavaite at Marrich, 12 


* Worthy fir, 
i 


% As to the affair mentioned in hours; it happened _ 
& before my time, I have therefore been obliged to cenſult 
„ my clerk and another perſon in the neighbourhiad for 
& the truth of that melancholy event. The hiflory of it is 

4 as follews: - „ 3 


F 


„ The family-name of the young man was Mrigbuſin 3. 

© of the young maiden Railion. They were both much e 
« the ſame age; that it, growing up to twenty,. In their 
& birth was no diſparity; but in fartune, alas / foe wat 

„ 


* 
1 1 : 
| 


„ 2, 223 1904 
& his inferior. His father, a hard old man, wwho had by 7 
c his toil acquired a handſome competency, expetted and re- 


& quired that his ſon ſhould marry ſuitably, But as am- 

ec dincit omnia, his heart "was unalterably fixed on the 
es pretty young creature already named. © Their ' court hid, 

& auhich was all by Realth, unknown to the family, con- 

te tinued about a year. When it wwas found out, old Wright. A , 

& ſon, his auiſe, and particularly their cracked daughter | 

c Hannah, flouted at the maiden, and treated her with l 


& notable contempt : for they held it as a maxim, and a 
© ruſtic one it is, that blood vas nothing without proats, 


, ey 
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ie to bir bed ab ! 
c Shrowe-tueſday, and died the ſunday ſeven night after. 


8 

j C On the laſt day of his illneſs, he defired to ſee his miſ- 

| 1 cc treſs : ſhe was civilly received by the mother, who bid 

i N e her welcome==when it was too late, But her daughter ly 

.$ * Hanna, lay at his back to cut them off from all oppor tunity 

| i & of exchanging their thoughts, - ANI N 

=_ - . At her retumn home, on hearing the bell ta-toll out for 

i | Ove ys departure, ſhe ſcreamed aloud that her heart "was L 

WW & burſts and expired ſome moments after, 5 

| 4 c“ The then curate of * Bowes inſerted it in his regi/ter, 

1 & that they buth died of leve, and were buried in the ſame 

1 « grade, March 15, 1713. Jan, N 

| x of wok VVV 1 

g CT WH iS TOS Oe: a «© Yours, &c. 

? LE VN / 
Bowes is a ſmall village in Yorkſhire, where in former ages ; 
the earls of Richmond had a caſtle. It ſtands on the edge of that 
vaſt and mountainous tract, named by the neighbouring people 1 
Stanemore; which is always expoſed to wind and weather, deſo- 

| late and ſolitary throughout, Camd. Brit, | e 

3 | OL ͤĩ ˖êk0 FAR 


0. 


AR in the windings of a ve” 

Faſt by a ſheltering wood, 

The ſafe retreat of Health and Peace, 
An humble cottage . 


* x f 


There beauteous Fins fouriſh'd fair, | 
Beneath a mother's eye; HEY 
Whoſe only wiſh on earth was now . 
To ſee her bleſt, and die. 


The ſofteſt bluſh chat nature ſpreads 
Gave colour to her cheek: 

Such orient colour ſmiles thro? heaven 
Wen May's ſweet mornin g3 break. 


Nor let the pride of great ones ſcorn 
This charmer of the plain: 

That ſun who bids their diamond blaze, 
To paint our lilly d eigns. 


* 


Long had he fill'd each youth with 1 
Each maiden with deſpair; 

And tho? by all a wonder own'd, 
Yet knew not ſhe was fair. 


6% 


Till Edwin came, the pride of ſwains, 
A ſoul thatknew no art 

And from whoſe eye, ſerenely mild, 
Shone forth the feelin K hea . 


A mutual flame was quickly caught ö 
Was quickly too reveal'd: 

For neither boſom lodg'd a wiſh,. 
That virtue keeps conceal'd. 


amn .. 
U 
——— - a © = - 


822 n 
— — — d b & 
—_ — LR n 2 * : —— 
n „ 4 , " SA, MES 049 bf 45 are Sue 
8 7 Ps — 7 > 
by "WP. — that «. CRSD - 
I > wor Ag” oY - 


. 22 * — — nd as os OR 
8 - - — . — — — 2 * n 4 — br = — wad * _ —— — r * * 4. - 2 F c . 
— — — F . - 8 y_= Oe n — — —— — — — - — 2 * — a GEE 2 — 9 — 2 0 
2 —— p_ a — 3 wh — * — w 77 . "42 . = * KA POM x - > = v7 7 n 2 * 2 * yy 4 Yo — _ — 2 OS gn . >. w 3 * — =_ 
Eco - 6 V — 8 - « « . = - = 3 2 — r a aft, ts o 2 * 2 4 I —— . 1 —5 * N as, * 232 * 2 ; = 
. 2 AACR f = =- : BY 5 2 D » —"Iey 2. \ F 

, | — 0 * r hag ED I IR.. 3 I gd —_ EXE — Q —AP - So *. g > 

——— — * 9 * 4 1 8 "fs AJ. - — na * — _— - * r — N hen) Q — ra Cool g 

c —— ict. u ——_—_—— em 8 cs 2 renn 2 4-5 il "coſa E — _ —- » * — Wr eee — : 
= rms =, 4 __ >- - -* g — 


— 8 
n Ng 


1 
t; 
We 


. 
pi 
3 * 
Tay, 
* 
4.26 þ 
aw 
* 
* — 
' 


res 


<a. 


4 x 
<P 5 
' is 
3 
' 
& |þ 
1 
5 24 
* * 
* 2 
4 
3 
_ 
: Hi 


** 

8 

. * 
- 


Pow 1 


What happy hours of home-folt bliſs 
Did love on both beſtow ! ! 

But bliſs too mighty long to laſt, 
Where Fortune W a e 


A 


His fer, who, like Envy form'd, 


Like her in miſchief joy*d, - © | 
To work them harm, with wicked Kin, 
"_ darker art NES 


— 


The father too, a ſordid man, 


—_— - 


Who love nor pity knew, 
Was all unfeeling as the clod, 
From whence Mas riches . | 


Long had he fs W "FR flame, 
And ſeen it long unmov'ds' 

Then with a father's frown. at laſt - 
Had ſternly 8 


In Edwin's getitle heart, a war 
Of different paſſions ſtrove: - - 
His heart that, durſt not diſobey. 


Vet could not ceaſe to love. 


# 


Deny's her ſight, be oft ind 
The ſpreading hawthorn crept, ._ - 
To ſnatch a glance, to mark the ſpot 
* Emma walk. d and * 


* 


Oft too on Stantmore's wintry waſte, 
Beneath the moonlight-ſhade, 

In ſighs to pour his ſoften'd ſoul, 
The — ray d. 


His 


f 


His cha where health with beauty glow d, e p23 LON of 
A deadly pale o'ercaſt : „ bo 1 

80 fades the freſh roſe in its prime, | 

 Befofe che northern blaſt. 


The parents now with late ds „ 
Hung o'er his dying bed | 5 10 
And weary'd heaven with ruitleſs wow, i 

And fruitleſs ſorrow ſhed. 


Tis vaſt ! ! he cry'd—but ib your ſouls 
Sweet mercy yet can move, 
Let theſe dim eyes once more behold, 

„ they muſt ever love! 


She came; his cold hand ſoftly touch'd, 
And bath*d with many a tear: 
Faſt-falling o'er the primroſe pale, 
80 nn dews appear. 


But oh! his ſiſter's jealous care 
A cruel ſiſter ſhe ! 

Forbade what Emma came to fay n 
« My aul, live for me.“ 


- 


Now homeward as ſhe hopeleſs wept 
The church- yard path along, 

The blaſt blew cold, and dark owl cen d 
Her lover's funeral tongs... : : 


— — 


Amid the falling n 15 night, 
Her 3 fancy found 

In every buſh his hovering ſhade, 
His groan in 7 * 


Alone, 


1 155 t 
Alone, appall'd, than had fhe paſt | 


The viſionary vale— 
When lo ! the death bell ſmote ov: car, 
Sad founding i in the gale! | 


Juſt then ſhe reach*d, with trembling ſtep, 
Her aged mother's coor — 15 

He's gone? ſhe cry'd; and I ſhall ſee 
That angel-face no more ! 


I feel, I feel this breaking, heart 
Beat high againſt my ſide 

From her white arm down ſunk her head; 1 
She ſhivering ſigh'd, and died, | ne) 


* 
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Written fone time fince by D. G —, Exe, 


. 8 favs 5 who with neck was 


mellow, 
Go fetch me ſome clay 1 will make an odd fell - 


Right and wrong ſhall be jumbled, - much gold, and 
ſome droſs: 

Without cauſe be he pleas'd, without cauſe be he croſs ; 

Be ſute as I work, to throw in contradiftions, _ 

A great love of truth z yet a mind turn d to fictions; 

Now mix theſe ingredients, which warm'd in the 
baking, 

Turn to 1 and Gaming, Religion, and Raking, 

With the love of a wench, let his writings be chaſte ; 

Tip _ tongue with ſtrange matter, his pen with fine 
taite, 

That the Rake and the Poet o'er all may prevail, 


Set fire to the bead, and ſet fire to the tail: 
| la | For 


l — % 
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| For the joy of each ſex on the world I'll beſtow it: 


This Scholar, Rake, Chriftians "Dupe, Gameſter, and 
Poet, 


Tho- a mixture ſo odd, he ſhall merit great fame, 
And among brother mortals—be GOoLDS MITA bis 


name. 


When on earth this ſtrange meteor, no more ſhall 
appear, 
You, Hermes, wall fetch him. —to make us NIE! here / 


wt!” 


— | | ; 
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The falloꝛuing Jeu d' Eſprit, is the production of the pre- 
ſent Dean of Derry, Dr. Barnard who advanced in 
converſation with Sir Jaſbua Reynolds and other wits, that 
he thought ©* no man could improve when he was paſt the 

e age of forty-ive. Jobnſon (Samuel) who was in com- 
pany, with his uſual elegance and poliſhed graces, imme- 
dliately turned round lo the facetiaus Dean, aud told him that 
he quas an inſtance ts the contrary, for that there was great 
2 improvement in him (the Dean) and wiſhed he 
ſet about it; upon which, the Dean the next day ſent the 
following elegant bagatelle to Sir Jo/fiua Reynolds and the 
ſame companys ” | 


To 
Sir JOSHUA REYNOLDS, & co. 
By the DEAN or DERRY, 


I LaTELy thought no man alive, : 
Cou'd e&*er improve paſt forty-five 
And ventur d to aſſert it 
The obſervation was not new, 
But ſeem'd to me fo juſt and true, 
That none could controvert it. 
Fs ce No, 


—_ = 


11 


— 
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« No, Sit,“ fays Johnſon, „ *tis not ſo, 
That's your miſtake, and I can ſhew, 
h An inftance if you doubt it; 
©. © You, Sir, who are near forty-eight, 
May much improve, tis not too late, 
I with you'd ſet about it,” 
Encourag*d thus to mend my faults, 
I turn'd his counſel in my thoughts, 
Which way I ſhould apply it; 
Learning and wit ſeem'd paſt my reach, 
i For who can learn when none will teach ? 
i1 And wit=] could not buy it, | 


Then come, my friends, and try your ſkill, 
You can inform me if you will, N 
: (My books are at a diſtance) 
With you III live and learn, and then, 
Inſtead of books, I ſhall read men, 
So lend me your aſſiſtance. 


* 


Dear Knight of Plympton, teach me how 
To ſuffer with unruffled brow, 
And ſmile ſerene like thine; 
The jeſt uncouth, or truth ſevere, 
To ſuch I'll turn my deafe ſt ear, 
And camly drink my wine. 


Thou ſay'ft, not only ſkill is gain'd, 
But genius too may be attain'd, 
ſtudious imit ation; 
Thy temper mild, thy genius fine, 56 
I'll copy till I make thee mine, 629) 
By conſtant application. 5 


The 


v Sir Joſhua Reynolds, 


„* 8 
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The art of pleaſing teach me, Garreck, 
Thou *, who revereſt odes Pindaric, 

A ſecond time read o'er . 
Oh ! cou'd we read thee backwards too, 
Laſt thirty years thou ſhould'ft review, 
And charm us thirty more. 


If J have thoughts, and can't expreſs em, 

Gibbons ſhall teach me how to dreſs em 
In terms ſelect and terſe ; | 

Tones teach me modeſty and Greek, 

Smith how to think, Burke how to ſpeak, 
And Beauclerc to converſe, 


Let Johnſen teach me how to place, 

In faireſt light each borrow'd grace; 
From him Ill learn to write; 

Copy his clear familiar ſtyle, 

And from the roughneſs of his file, 
Grow like himſelf— polite. 


Mr. Garrick being aſked io read Mr. Cumberland's Odes, 
faughed immoderately, and affirmed, that fuch ſtuff might as well 

be read backwards as forwards; and the witty Reſcius accordingly- 
read them in that manner, and wonderful to relate } produced the 

fame good ſenſe and poetry as the ſentimental. author ever had 
genius to write. Eo 
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TOWN ECLOGUE. 


BY Mö. F I TT 
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Ix that ſad ſeaſon when the hapleſs belle 
With ſteps reluQant bids the town farewell: | 
When ſurly huſbands doom th' unwilling fair 
To quit St. James's for a purer air, 
And, deaf to pity, from their much lov'd town 
Relentleſs bear the beauteous exiles down 
To diſmal ſhades, through lonely groves to ſtray, 
And ſigh the ſummer live-long months away; 
With all the bloom of youth and beauty grac'd, 
One morn Do RINA, at her toilet plac d, 

With looks intent and penſive air ſurvey'd 

The various charms her faithful glaſs dif; 3 ; 
Eyes, that might warm the —— of age, 
Or melt to tenderneſs the tyrant's rage; 
Smiles, that enchanting with reſiſtleſs art, 
Stole unperceiv'd the heedleſs gazer's heart; 
8 Dimples, 
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Dimples, where love conceal'd in ambuſh lay, 
To aim his arrows at the deftin'd prey 
And lips that promis'd in each balmy kiſs 
Luxurious harveſts of ambrofial bliſs. % 
Muſing ſhe fat, and watch'd each neg grace 
That hed its luſtre o*er her heavenly face, 
Till lab'ring grief her anxious filence broke: 
And ſighing thus the lovely mourner ſpoke : 
Were charms like theſe by erting nature meant 
For ſober ſolitude and calm content? 
Muſt eyes ſo bright be doom'd to waſte their fires 
On hungry parſons and unfeeling {quires 
Heav'n whoſe decrees (if true what prieſts have taught) 
Are fram'd by juſtice and with wiſdom fraught, - 
Sure ne*er created ſuch a form as this ; 
For the dull purpoſe of domeſtic bliſs. 
Ah! no, theſe eyes were giv'n in courts to ſhine 3. - 
= - Shall impious man then thwart the wiſe deſign ? 
A ſhort-liv'd ſway of ſome few years at moſt 
Is all, alas! the brighteſt belle can boaſt, 
Ere yet the hand of all-devouring time 
Lay waſte her graces, and deſtroy her prime: 
By flow degrees ſhe feels her pow'r decay, 
And younger beauties bear the palm away. 
Whilſt envious fate thus haſtens to deſtroy 
The fleeting period of all female joy, | 
Shall barb*rous huſbands (whofe tyrannic rage 1 0 
Nor pray rs can mitigate, nor tears aſſnage) | 
E' en in thoſe years while youth and beauty bloom, 
To exile half her precious moments doom? 
She goes like ſome neglected flow'r to fade, | 
And waſte her ſweetneſs in the lonely ſhade, | 
Jill winter (fo the pitying gods decree) | 
Returning ſets th' impatient captive free: | 
Then ſwift emerging from the dull retreat, | 
To town ſhe flies, admiring crowds to meet: | 
* happy hours glide on from morn to night, 5 
One ceaſeleſs round of exquiſite delight: 
Balls, op*ras, concerts, Almachs, and Soho, 
By turns attended, various joys beſtowy: 


E'en 


1 L 
E'en crouded routs where dullneſs ever dwells, 
Can yield delight to faſhionable belles. [342.2 
Old maids and prudes each night, to feed their ſpleen, 
There, ſeeking whom they may devour, are ſeen, 
And, ſtill repining that they muſt be chaſte, 
Would mar thoſe pleaſures they're forbid to tate; 
With envious eye the brilliant nymph they view, 
Whilſt eager crowds where'er ſhe moves purſue. 
Tf to the play-houſe ſhe by chance repair, 
(Not oft frequented by the well bred fair) 
When through the houſe a ſolemn ſilence reigns, 
Fach boſom feeling what the actor feigas, 
Een in the midſt of fome affecting part, 
That wakes each ſoft emotion of the heart, 
1he doors fly open whilſt the pit beneath 
Their diſcontent in ſullen murmurs breathe : 
Forward ſhe ſteps with graceful air, and ſpreads 
A blaze of beauty o*er their wond"ring heads: 
Pit, boxes, gall'ries, all at once concur, _ 
Forget the PZ and fix their eyes on her. 
Scarce to the ſtage ſhe turns her high- plum'd head, 
Or ſeems to mark one ſyllable that's ſaĩd; 
But. careleſs ſits, and on her arm reclin'd | 
Hears civil ſpeeches from the beaux behind; 
Or gently liſtens while ſome well-dreſs*'d youth 
In whiſper'd accents vows eternal truth. 
Obedient ſtill to pleaſure's ſprightly call 
She quits the play, and ſeeks the livelier ball : 
Each white-glov'd beau with haſte his ſuit prefers, 
Preſents his Baka, and humbly begs for hers. _ 
Well pleas'd ſhe hears the ſuppliant crowds intreat, 
And feels the triumph of her charms complete, 
Should ſome bleſt youth be to the reſt preferr d, 
Whoſe vows in private are with favour heard, 
As through the dance with graceful eaſe ſhe moves, 
Their meeting hands i, their conſcious loves, 
Malicious eyes the lover's looks reſtrain, 


And cold diſcretion ſeals his lips in vain 
The 
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The faithful hand can unobſerv'd impart 
The ſecret feelings of a tender heart: i 
And oh ! what bliſs, when each alike is pleas'd ! 
The hand that ſqueezes, and the hand that's ſqueez'd, 
But whither, whither does my fancy roam ; 
Ah! let me call the idle wander home, 
Already Phæbis, with unweicome ray, 
Has chas'd, alas! the winter's fogs away; 
Through the ſad town, at each deſerted door, 
Leſs frequent now the footman's thunders roar, 
And waggon's loading in the duſty ſtreet, 
Forbode the horrors of a long retreat. ., 
Ye ſiſter ſuffrers, who muſt ſoon or late 
All ſhare my ſorrows, and partake my fate, 
Who, when condemn'd theſe bleſt abodes to quit, 
Like me may weep, but like me muſt ſubmit, 
When overcome by man's ſuperior force, 
Revenge is ſtill the injur'd fair's reſources 
Revenge at leaſt may make our ſuff*rings leſs, 
A hufband's anguiſn ſooths a wife's diſtreſs, r- 
When far from town, in ſome ſequeſter*d ſpot, 
You mourn the hardſhip of our ſex's lot, 
III humour, vapours, ſullenneſs and ſpleen, 
May add freſh horrors to the gloomy ſcene, 
And make the tyrants who contrive your fate 
Partake the miſery themſelves create. 
If, preſs'd by cares they need a friend's relief, 
Be all your ſtudy to augment their grief; 
If pleas*d or gay, your utmoſt arts employ ] 
To fink their ſpirits and diſpel theirjoy; _ 
- Oppoſe their projects, croſs their fay*rite views, ] 
Their wiſhes fruſtrate, their requeſts refuſe ; g ; 
And make them feel that diſcontented wives 


Can prove the torment of their huſbands lives. 
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SENT TOA YOUNG LADY, 
ub Edition of SHA KE SPEAR E. 


By the Right Hon. the Earl of CARLISLE. 


— 


Pozr of nature, thou whoſe boundleſs art 

W each power that rules the throbbing 
heart, | ? 

Feign'd all that love, that glory e'er inſpir'd, 

That warm'd a Romeo, or a Percy fired, 

In love's ſweet cauſe be now thy magie try'd, 

And charm with future ſcenes my deſtin'd bride ! 


Lo! at thy call, fiends croſs the blaſted heath, 
And riſing ſpectres daunt the pale Macbeth, _ 
Who doom d by guilt hls anxious eye to caſt 
O'er dim futurity's unravell'd waſte, 

On alien brows beheld his wreſted crown, 
81 Deplor d the paſt, and ſaw the future frowu! ot, 


Oh, once again theſe 1 ſpells prepare, 

With milder viſions paint the embodied air ! 

No more in cayes let fires infernal glow, _ , 
Nor call thy phantoms from the world below. 

In Laura's ff ok let Hymen's altar blaze, 

Let Cupid's 3 diffuſe its brighteſt rays, 

Let ſmiling hours in feſtive circles dance, 

And white-rob*d prieſts to meet our ſteps advance z 

In diſtant view be love's dear pledges ſhown, , , 
And all-the long ſucceſſion live our own { op. 


So, round the favour'd tomb, thy hallow'd urn, 

5 May every muſe her veſtal e burn! 
f Still may thoſe. laureat brows their honours, Mar, 
1 Secure from critics, envy and Voltaire! 

Still on the ſtage thou reard'ſt may Garrick ſtand, 

For Sha keſpear's lyre obeys no other hand ! 

Still ſleep thy page near Laura's pillow [=o] 

And future comments grace thee like the laſt! 
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| y y HERE the lovelieſt expreſſion to features is join'd 
By nature's moſt delicate pencil deſign'd; 
Where bluſhes unbidden, and ſmiles without art, 
Speak the ſoftneſs and feeling that dwell in the heart; 
Where in manners enchanting no blemiſh we trace, 
But the ſoul keeps the promiſe we had from the face; 
Sure philoſophy, reaſon, and coldneſs muſt prove 
Defences unequal to ſhield us from love: 
Then tell me, myſterious enchanter, oh tell; 
By what wonderful art, by what magical ſpell, 
My heart is ſo fenc'd that for once I am wiſe, 
And gaze without raptures on Amoret's eyes; 
That my wiſhes which never were bounded before, 
Are here bounded by friendſhip, and. aſk for no more, 
| Ist 
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a me 
no 
Is't reaſon? no; that my whole life will belye, 
For who ſo at variance as reaſon and 17 1 
Is' t ambition that fills up each chink of my heart, 
Nor allows any ſofter ſenſation a part? 
Oh no! for in this all the world muſt agree, 
One folly was never ſufficient for me. 
Is my mind on diſtreſs too intenſely employ'd, 
Or by pleaſure relax d, by variety cloy'd? 
For alike in this only, enjoyment and pain 
Both ſlacken the ſprings of thoſe nerves which they 


ftrain, Fl 5 4 | 
That I've felt each reverſe that from fortune can flow, 
That I've taſted each bliſs that the happieſt know, 
Has ſtill been the whimſical fate of my life, 
Where anguiſh and joy have been ever at ſttife. 
But tho? vers'd in th* exttemes both of pleaſure and pain, 
I am till but too ready to feel them again, 
If then for this once in my life I am Toe, 
And eſcape from a ſnare might catch witer than me; 
*T'is that beauty alone but imperfectly charms, * 
For tho? brightneſs may dazzle 'tis kindneſs that warms: 
As on ſuns in the winter with pleaſure we gaze, 
But feel not the warmth though their ſplendour we praiſe, 
So beauty our juſt admiration may claim, | 
but love, and love only the heart can inflame, 
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On. ſeeing the Ducheſs of Devonſhire in full 


Dreſs. 


By L O R D C 


/ 


6 OM E, thou goddeſs fair and free. 
Whom the meek nymph, Simplicity, 
To the ſon of Maia bore, 

And nuts'd upon th' Athenian ſhore, 
Then to thy fire her charge reſign'd, 
Who to ſuch elegance of mind 

Added, whatever poliſh'd eaſe 

Could give, and all the arts to pleaſe : 
Whether on Reynolds (beauty's friend) 
Thou biddeſt every grace attend 
Or ſmiling doſt in ſportive ſong 

Hail the great gueſt of Kien-long* : 
Hither, various goddeſs, haſte, 
Boundleſs, inimitable taſte, 


„ Sir William Chambers. 
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And 


We T7 
And ſave thoſe charms from faſhions tawdry reign, 
Which Nature gave to Dev'n, and gave in vain —— 
From her cumbrous forehead tear 
J he architecture of her _ 3x 
[ But leave one ſnow-white plume to e 
I faintly mocks tho neck below 
Snatch "Bhi her lip the immodeſt guile 
Of affeQacion's conſtant ſmile, 
And on her cheek replace the roſe, 
Which, pale and wan, no longer glows - 
With all that beauty, youth, and love, 
Could copy from ſome ſaint above 
Would ſhe promiſe real bliſs, 
Bid her ſeem but what ſhe is: 
Or, if lovelier ſtill ſhe'd be, 
From Granby learn to worſhi P ve, 
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IPritten in the Garden of a Friend. ; 
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WI. HILE o'er my head this laurel-woven bow? K 51 
Its arch of glittering verdure wildly flings, 
Can fancy flumber ? can the tuneful pow'r, 
'E hat rules my lyre, neglect her wonted ſtrings 55 
No; if the blightning Eaſt deform'd the 8 
If this gay bank no balmy ſweets exhal'd, 
Still ſhould the grove re- echo to my ſtrain, 
And friendſhip prompt the theme, where beauty fail'd. 


For he, whoſe careleſs art this foliage dreft, 

Who bade theſe twintng braids of woodbine bend, 
He firſt with truth and virtue taught my breaſt 
Where ,beſt to chuſe, and beſt to fix a friend, 
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How well does mem'ry note the golden day, | 
What time reclin'd in Marg'ret's ſtudious glade, 
My mimic reed firſt tun'd the * Dorian lay, 
* Unſeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn ſhade !” 


Twas there we met: the muſes hail'd the hour; 
i The fame deſires, the ſane ingenuous arts 
Mm Inſpir'd us both: we own'd and bleſs'd the pow'r 
That join'd at once our ſtudies and our hearts, 


O] ſince thoſe days, when ſcience ſpread the feaſl, 
When emulative youth its reliſh lent, | 
dap bas one genuine joy e'er warm'd my breaſt ? 
= Enough: if joy was his, be mine content. 


1 


To thirſt for praiſe his temperate youth forbore ; 
He fondly. wiſh*d not for a poet's name, | 
Much did helove the muſe, but quiet more, 
And, tho' he might command, he ſlighted fame. 


Hither in manhood's prime he wiſely fled 

From all that folly, all that pride approves z 
To this ſoft ſcene a tender partner led 

This laurel thade was witneſs to their loves, 


e Beg6he (he cry'd) ambition's air-drawn plan; 
« Hence with perplexing pomp's unwieldy wealth : 
Let me not ſeein, but be the happy man, 


« Pofleſt of love, of competence, and health,” | 


Smiling he ſpake, nor did the fates withſtand z 
In rural arts the peaceful moments flew : 
Say, lovely lawn! that felt his forming hand, 
EY How ſoon thy ſurface ſhone with verdure new: 
® Mu'zus, the firſt Poem which the author publiſhed, written 
| while Ire was a ſcholar of st. College in Cambridge. 


How 


— 


k 
How ſoon obedient Flora brought her ſtore,” 


And oer thy breaſt a ſhower of fragrance ho: 8 


Vertumnus came; his earlieſt blooms he bore, 
And thy rich ſides with waving purple hung: 


Then to the ſight he call'd yon ſtately he. 
| He piercd' th oppoſing oak's luxuriant ſhade z 
Bade yonder crowding hawthorns low:-retire, 
Nor vell the * of the * mead. 


Hail, ſylvan wonders, hail !. and hail the hand 
| Whoſe native taſte thy native charms cn 

And taught one little acre to command | 

Each envied ha of ſcene and Sade, 


Is there a hill ts diftant a azure bottles 


The ample range of Scarſdale's proud domain, 


A mountain hoar, that yon“ wild peak ſurrounds, 
But lends a willing were”, to thy plain ? 


And, lo! in yonder path, I py my friend 

He looks the guardian genius of the grove, 
Mild * as the fabled form that whilom deign'd, 
At Milton's call, in Hartfield's nns to roye. 


: Bleſs'd ſpirit, come tho? pent in mperal mould, 
I'll yet invoke thee by that purer name 
O come, a portion of thy bliſs unfold, 

From folly's maze my wayward ſteps reclaim, 


* See the deſcription of the Genius of the Wood in Milton? c 


Arcades, 


For know by lot, from Jove lam the power 

Of this fair wood, and live in oaken bower ; 

To nurſe the ſaplings tall, and curl the grove 
Wich cinglets quaint, & c. | 


Too 
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| Too long alas] my inexperienc'd youth, | '- & 
Miſled by flatt'ring fortune's ſpecious tale, 
Has left the rural reign of peace and truth, _ 


<7 of 


The bubbling brook, and cave, and whiſp'ring vale. . 8 


. 
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Won to the world, a candidate for praiſe, 
Vet, let me boaſt, by no ignoble art. 
Too oft the public ear has heard my las, . 
Too much its yain applauſe has touch d my heart. ] 


But now ere cuſtom binds his powerful chains, 

Come from the baſe enchanter ſet me free, 

While yet my foul its firſt beſt taſte retains, 
Recall that ſoul to reaſon, peace, and thee. 


Teach me, like thee, to muſe on nature's page, 
To mark each, wonder in creation's plan, 
Each mode of being trace, and humbly ſage, 
Deduce from theſe the genuine powers of man, 
Of man, while warm'd with reaſon's purer ray, 
No tool of policy, no dupe to pride 
Before vain ſcience led his taſte aſtray _ 
When conſcience was his law, and God his guide, 


This let me learn, and learning let me live | 
The leſſon o'er. From that great guide of truth 
O may my ſuppliant ſoul the boon receive 
To tread thro? age the footiteps of thy youth, 
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H E curfew tolls the knell of parting day, 


The lowing herd wind ſlowly oer the lea, 


The plowman homeward plods his weaty way, 


And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the glimmering landſcape on the ſight, _ 


And all the air a ſolemn ſtilIneſs holds, 


dave where the beetle wheels his drony flight, 


And drowſy tinklings lull the diſtant folds 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tow'r _ 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 
Moleſt her ancient, ſolitary reign, 5 
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Beneath 


5 1 180 J 


Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
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Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 


The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ſſeep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing Morn, 
The ſwallow twittering from the ſtraw- built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 
For them no more the blazing hearth ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care : 
No children run to liſp their fire*s return, 

Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
Oft did the harveſt to their ſickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 
How jocund did they drive their team afield! -—- 
How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke ! 


Let not Ambition mock their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear, with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


The boaſt of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave, 
Await altke:th* inevitable hour, © 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye Proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
If Mem'ry o'er their tomb no Trophies raiſe, 
Where through the long-drawn aile and fretted yault 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note vf praiſe, | 


Can ſtoried urn or animated buſt 

Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath ? 
Can honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
Or Flatt*ry ſooth the dull cold ear of Death? 


Perhaps 


Perhaps in this neglected e e 
Some heart once pregnant with celeſtial fire; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway'd, 
Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre, 


But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the ſpoils of Time did ne*er unroll ; 


Chill Penury repreſs'd their noble rage 


And froze the genial current of the ſoul, 


a A 


Full many a em of pureſt ray ſerene, . 

The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear; 

Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, . 
And waiſt its ſweetneſs on the deſert air. 


Some village-Hampden, that with dauntleſs breaſt | 


The little Tyrant of his fields withſtood ;, _ 
dome mute inglorious Milton here may ref, . 
Some Cromwell guiltieſs of his country's blood, 


Th' applauſe of liſt'ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe. 

To ſcatter plenty o'er a ſmiling land, 
And read their hiſt ry in a nation's eyes, 


Their lot forbad : nor circumſcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd: 
Forhad to wade trough ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of Resch on mankind, 


The ſtruggling pangs of confcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, _ 
Or heap the ſhrine of Luxury and pride 

With incenſe kindled at the Muſes flame. 


Far from the madding crowd's 1gnoble ſtrife _ 
Their noble wiſhes never learn'd to ſtray; 
Along the cool ſequeſter'd vale of life 
They kept the noiſeleſs tenor of their way. 


Yet 


14 
i 
' 


. * 
— —— — — — 


Leſt 


a 74 ; 


Yet ev*n theſe bones from inſult to protect | 
Some frail memorial till erected nigh, _ 
With uncouth rhymes and ſhapeleſs kene debe 


Implores the paſſing tribute of a ſigh. 


Their name, their years, ſpelt by the 3 Maſe, 
Tbe place of fame and elegy ſupply: _ 

And many a holy text around ſhe ſtrews, 

That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. „ 


For who to dumb Forgetfulneſs 2 prey, | 
This p leaſing anxious being e er reſign 15 
the warm precincts of the chearful by. 


Nor caſt one longing ling“ ring look behind? 


On ſome fond breaft the 5 rting ſoul relies, 

Some pious drops the clo ſing eye requires; . 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of Nature cries, 
Evin in our Alhes live their wonted Fires. 
For thee, who mindfal of the 1 Dead 
Doſt in 175 lines their artleſs tale relate; 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led, 
Some ered Nane ſhall enquire th fate: - 
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Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may ſay, 

© Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 

© Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the Jew aways 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beach 

© That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high, 
_« His liſtleſs length at noon-tide would he ftretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 


c Hard by 1 yon wood, now ſmiling as in from, 
£ Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove; 
© Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, - 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs*d i in . love. 


© One 


- 


„„ 
One morn I miſs'd him on the cuſtom'd hill, 5 
Along the heath and near his fav'rite tree: 


Another came; nor vet beſide the hill, 
Nor up the Lawn, nor at the wood was he; 


The next with dirges due in ſad array, 


Slow through the church-way path we ſaw him borne, - 


Approach and read (for thou canſt read) the lay, 
* Gray*d on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn.” 


The E PIT AP H. 
HE tt bis head upon the lap of Earth, 
A Youth to Fortune and to e un gnotun :* 
Fair Science frown d not on his humble birth, 
And Melancholy mark d him for her own, 


Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere, 

Heaw)n did a recompence as largely ſend : 

He gawe 10 Mis“, * all he ha 5 L tear, 8 

He gain ' d frim Heaw'n (*twas all he wiſh*d ) a friend. 


No far ther ſeek his merits ts diſcloſe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode : 
{There they althe in trembling bope repoſe) 
The bojom of his Father, and his God. 
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Cormomns, the Nine beneath how blaſted you | 


Shed the bright drops of Piry's holy dew t 
Mute are their tuneful tongues, extinct their rens 
Yet not in ſilence ſheep their ſilver 1yres 3 | 


To the bleak, gale they vibrate fad and flow, 1 TS. 8 


In deep accordance to a Netrog' wos. 
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'Ye, an ere while W Coo Hay OPIN brow 
Pluck'd the green laurel, and the oaken bough, 
Hung the ga garlands on the trophied dars, 
And pour'd his fame along a thouſand ſhores, | 
Strike the low death-bell? weave the lacred verſe, 
And ſtrew che peat 0 * honor 'd hearſe 3. 
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In ſad proceſſion mu mound the ſhrine, 4 
And weep him moral whom ye ſung divine! 
Say firſt, what Pow'r inſpir'd his dauntleſs breaſt 


Mich ſcorn of danger and inglorious reſt, | 
Io quit imperial London's gorgeous plains, | 


Where, rob'd in thouſand tints, bright Pleaſure reigns; 


In cups of ſummer-ice her nectar pours, | 
And twines, *mid wintry ſnows, i 

Where Beauty moves with undulating grace, 

Calls the ſweet bluſh to wanton o'er her face, 

On each fond Youth her ſoft artillery cries, 
Aida her light ſmile, and rolls her frolic eyes ? 


What Pow'r inſpit'd his dauntleſs breaſt to brave 
The ſcorch'd Equator, and th Antarctic wave? 
Climes, where tierce ſuns in cloudleſs ardors ſhine, 
And pour the dazzling deluge round the Kine ; 
"The realms of froſt, where icy mountains riſe, _ 
Mid the pale ſummer of the polar ſkies ? — : 
IT was HumaniTyY!—on coaſts unknown, 
The ſhiv'ring natives of the frozen zone, 
And the ſwart Indian, as he faintly ſtra ys 
% Where Cancer reddens in the ſolar blaze.” 
She bade him ſeek ; on each inclement ſhore . 
Plant the rich ſceds:of her exhauſtleſs ſtore; | 
Vnite the ſavage hearts, and hoſtile hands, 

In the firm compact of her gentle bands; 


S tre her ſoft comforts o'er the barren plain, 


Phe faint oar 


Sing her ſweet lays, and contecrate her fane, 


Ir was Humanity !—O Nymph divine! 

] ſee thy light ſtep print the burning Line! 
There thy 25 ht eye the dubious pilot guides, 

| 3 with the ſcalding tides,— 
On as thou lead' the bold, the glorious prow, _, 
Mild, and more mild, the ſloping ſun-beams glow z 
Now weak and pale the lefſen'd luſtres play, 
As round th' horizon rolls the timid day z 1 
5 e | ar 
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er roſeate bow'rs ? 


Barb'd: wich the Deeted ſnow, the 1 hail, 
Ruſh the fieree.arrows of the: t 95 
And thro? the dim, unvaried, ling” "Ing. hours, 


Wide 0'er the wayes incumbent horror 1 ow 778. HY 
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| From the rude ſummit of yon frozen. Pp 9 11 5 5 1 
n Glory gilds the dreary 1771 big * 
Lo !—deck*d with yermeil youth and eamy grac 3 . 
Hope in her ſtep, and gladriets i in her face, 5 
Light on the icy.rock, with gutſtretch'd hands, 
The Goddeſs of the new Columbus ſtands. my 
Round her bright head the plumy “ Peterels ie > 7 
Blue as her robe, that ſweeps the frozen ſhote? 
Glows herſoft cheek, as vernal mornings fair, 

And warm as ſummer-ſuns her golden BOP. 
O'er the hoar waſte her radiant glances ſtream, © | | 
And courage kindles in the magic beam, | 
She points the thip its mazy path, to threaded 
by The * W of the frozen bed. 9 6. 


While 6? er the deep in many a dreadful em, 2 
The giant Danger howls along the ſtorm, * 
Furling they iron ſails with numbed hands. 
Firm on the deck the great Ann — 


> 


* Pitrels ener a 05 bies d Nr N ſeas ; 
its neck and tail are white, and ite wings of a bright blue 


+ The floating fragments.*—=©* In the courſe of the laſt twenty 
four hours, we paſſed through ſeveral fields of broken jee; they 
were in general narrow, but of conſtderable extent, In one part 


the pieces of ice were doh he chat the POPE had wen . to 
thread them.“ | 


= Furl the ire fails, —** Our Git a0@rigging were eo bens, 
* 2 ſeemed plates of ion.“ 
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 Congealing as it falls nor pain, nor fear, 


Nor Death 
LT + Nature draws the circumfcribing line. 


Th' dess $row: wy Its relentleſs bourn, 


A # * 


Round cling mountains hears the billowy rave, 410 
And the * hg "un N on the e e ahn ſt 
a” * NO [2.207 1 53 0 br hat = 
Appall'd — "Ri 4 checks the riſing [it . 
And turns on his firm band a gliſt ning eye.— 
Not for himſelf the fighs unbidden break, | 
Amid the terrors of the icy r il 1 
Not for bee ſtarts the impaſſioned n ein 


s dread darts, impede the great "Rt 
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bar the gallant Wanderer's dangerous way. 


rocks of ice th? arreſted ſhip embay, 7 
His eye regrerful marks the Goddeſs turn 
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"BY And now . Zealand's FAINT) demain 


' *Frowns, and oerhangs'th*. inhoſpitable main. i 
On its chill beach this dove of human kind 
For his long wandering foot ſhort reſt ſhall find, 


Bear to the coaſt the | oliye-branch i in vain, F 


; "A quit o on (MY vg! _n . 0 — 
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: ; APR vaſt ie The breaking of one je theſe Li 


mountains of ice, and the prodigious noiſe it made, is n 
deſcribed i in Cook's ſecond voyage to the ſouth] (Pale. a4 fn 


_ + Till Nature, &c , After running ſour leagues this courſe 
wih the ice on our ſtarboard fide, we found ourſelves quite em- 
. bay'd, che ice extending from north · north · eaſt, round by the weſt 
and ſouth, to eaff, in one compa body; the weather was 8 105 
a bly clear, yet we could ſee no end to it. | 


1 The olive-branch—** To carry a green branch in the hand on 


| Janding, is a pacific fignal, e underſtood by. all the ien 
ders in the South Seas. 8 | 


s ( 


With 


9 
With jealous low 'r the ftowning natives view iT 
The ſtately veſſel and thꝰ advent'rous crew: Wy 7 l) 
Nor fear the brave, nor emulate the good, wha Mt | 
But ſcowl _ ſavage thirſt of human Mend: i rite 
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And yer ls wall: who in this i iron kume 1 & 1 18 
Soar d o'er the herd on Virtue's wing ſublime 3,” Yo 
Rever'd the ftranger x eſt, and ſmiling oye” 4036) Se 
To ſooth his ſtay wit hoſ itable love! 1 
Fann'd in full confidence the tender flame, 7 


K plighted hands, and “ name che for name. 
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o theſe the Hero leads This living ore, 4 in, 
And pours new wonders on th*uncultur'd ſhor e: 
The ſilky fleece, fair fruit, and golden grain : 
And future herds and harveſts blets the pin * 290 
O'er the green foil his kids exulting- play, — war; ' 
And ſounds his clarian loud the Bird of da;; 15 
he downy Gooſe her ruffled boſom laves, 

_ Trims her white wing, ind wantons in the waves —— 
Stern moves the Bull along th* afftighted ſhores, 
And countleſs ale tremble as he rats. f 
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8090 hou the 8 a Jove. SR 
And Ocean 5 Sea, to bleſs their Athens. ſtrove,.. 


GR EY e PEAT IR of oy, 64% i b "1 + 
FF 4335 « J + + 3b 2 605 Ar 
* PN exchang'd.=The 8 of names ig - {nar 
| od among theſe iflanders, and was frequently propoſed by _ 
to eren Cook and his people ;; ſo allo is the n noſes. 


1 His livin e flire.—Captain Cook left various kinds of EIT ER 
upon this * together with garden-ſeeds, c. The Zealanders 
had hitherto ſubfiſted upon ſiſn, and fuch coarſe vegetables av their 
climate produced; and this want of better proviſion, it is ſuppoſed; 
induced Nn che horrid nn of cating human fle. 
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The maſſy 8 igantic fore * 

Cleaves the firm oar gives the el n. 13 : 
He paws the ground 8 of che rein, / 
Shakes his high front and thunders o'er the alam ;) 218 ] 
Then Wiſdom's Goddeſs plants the embryon ſhed, ; 
And bids pew foliage ſhade the ſultry, n+, | 
Mid the pale green the tawny olives;th n ] 
3 famiſh'd t boufands bleſs che hand divines, Pi "rar 
3. are +1 
GS! 3 F108 : 
Now the warm ſollice-o Abe inbe bays - | 
Darts frank the norch its-mika; r r 8 | 
Again the Chief invokes che ri gale, 1 7 : 
And ſpreads again in deſett ſeas the fails 4 
_ * O'er dangerous ſhoals his ſteady ſteerage keeps, | x 

O'er * walls:of coral ambuſh'd in the Geese 

Strong Labour's hands dhe crackling cordage wine, 

And } fleeplets, Patience heaves the ee er beA 

» «£8 uh bailiuy 157: in 9d | 

"On a Tone beach a H rock-built ae, ii! 
ne. pile wawrought by mortal hands Wan 167312 | 
Sublime the ponderous turrets riſe in ait, ˖ 
s And the wide roof baſaltic columns bear 3 "8 ; 
; „ 1 Fart 9 * ES: 1 Mont 8 n 5 

vor 21:35 447 1 Ni 4210 i 2 V. 623%, K 
al of 8 —The coral rocks 4 are deſeribed 20 \ Gag perpen · | 

Ae from the greateſt depths of the ocean, inſomuch that the 
line could not rench. the bottom z ard yet chey were but , 

- aſt covered wich water --Thefe nn P e ee 
ed by ſoaieſecte. ROLE LS TEN EVOL 1 F 
_ Ad Neephe $ Patience — We bad now paſſed eye moo | 
_— : "vii h * man canſtamiy 1 in che chains heaving | the lend.“ : N ee | 

Þ 4 & rack-built temple, 0 On one part of this: ane there ANT, | 

folicary rocks tigung oa the coaſt with merle ea vities, Re n | 
| Ig CC +4 

1 NY „ . * Thro' 


191 J 15 Fm 
Thro' the long aiſles the murm'ting tempeſts blow, 
And Ocean chides his daſhing-waves below, |  - 
From this fair fane, along the filver ſands,  _- 
Two ſiſter-virgins wave their ſnowy hands | 
Firſt * gentle Flora round her ſmiling brow, “ 


Leaves of new forms, and flowers uncultur'd glow z TX IKE 
Thin folds of f vegetable ſilk, behind, 1 5 
hade her white neck, and wanton in the windg _ 
Strange ſweets where er ſhe turns, perfume the glades, 
And fruits unnam*d adorn the. bending ſhades, "fx 
— Next Fauna treads, in youthful beauty's pride, 
A playful f Kangroo bounding by her fide; 
Around the Nymph her beauteous Pois diſplay . 

The varied plumes, and trill che dulcet la; 
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fFinſt gen ile Flerg.—PFlors is the Goddeſs of modern Botany, 
and Fauna of modern Zoology; hence the pupils of Linnaus call 
their books Flora Aaglica - Fauna Danica, &c —** The Flors of 
one of theſe iſlands contain'd thirty new plant... 


f Vegetable Silk —ln New-Zealand is a flag of which the natives 
make their nets and cordage. The fibres of this vegetable a re 
longer and ſtronger than avi hemp and flax; and ſome manufac» 
tured in London, is a3 white and gloſſy as fine filk. This valuable 
vegetable will probably grow in our climate. e 


t A playful Kargres.— The kangroo is an animal peeullar to 
thoſe climates, It is perpetually jumping along on its hind lege, 
its fore legs being too ſhort to be uſed in the manner of other qua» 
drupeds. W Pres E007 FRA 4k BR Ta ne an, 
|| Beautems-Pois —=** The poi-bird, common in thoſe countries, 
has feathers of a fine mazarine blue, except thoſe of the neck, 
waich are of u beautiful filver grey; and two or three (bort white 
ones, which are in the pinion joint of the wing» Under its Tor 


nh F 
A Giant-bat, with leathern wings outfpread, 
Umbrella light hangs quiv'ring o'er her heade. 
As o'er the cliff her graceful ſtep ſhe bends, © . 
On Für nas wing her inſeQ-tratn attends. 
With diamond eye her ſcaly tribes ſurvey —_ 
Their Goddceſs-n ymph, and gambol in the ſpray. 
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With eqeneſt gaze the illenamour'd crew | 2 
Mark their fair forms ; and, as they paſs, purſue; 
But round the Keep? rocks, and dangerous ftrand, | 
Rolls { the white ſurf, and ſhipwreck guards the land. 

So, when of old, Sicilian ſhores albng, 

Enchanting Syrens trill'd th* alluring fong, 

Bound to the maſt, the charm'd Ulyſſes hears, 

And drinks the ſweet tones with inſatiate ears; 
| Strains the ſtrong cords, upbraids the proſp'tous gale, 

And ſighs, as Wiſdom ſpreads the flying fail, 

Now leads Humanity, the deftin'd way, 

Where all the Loves in Otaheite RA: Lf 
dmesg two little tufts of curſed white feathers, called\its pies, which, 

being the Otaheitean word for earrings, occafioned\our giving that 
name to the bird; which js not more remaikable for the beauty of 
ite plumatze, than for the exquiſite meludy-of its. hte... 


A _Giant-bote—The bats which cuptain Cook ſu w in ſome of 


theſe counties were of incredible dimenſions, meaſuring three feet 


and a half in breadth, hen their wings were extended. 
$ Rolls the white ſurf.—** As we paſſed this ifland, many of Its 


% 


much invited our natura lilte to land, but their earneſt. wiſhes were 
lu voin, from the dangerous reefs, and the violence of the ſurfs,"? 
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trees had an unuſual appearance, and the fichneſe of the vegetation 
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To bid the Arts diſcloſe;their wond'tous pow'rs,.. 
To bid the Virtues conſecrate the bow'rs p 


She gives her Hero to its blooming plain. _ 1 


Nor has he wander'd, has he bled in van 
His lips perſuaſive charm the uncultur'd youth, 
Teach Wiſdom's lore, and point the path of Truth, 
See! * chaſten'd love in ſofter glances flows, 
See! with new fires parental duty glows, 

E 4 8 : WE Fi Fel 


Thou ſmiliog Eden of the ſouthern wwe, 


Could not, alas! thy grateful wiſhes ſave _ „ 


That angel-goodneſs, which had bleſi d thy plain? 
Ah! vain thy gratitude, thy wiſhes vain ! 

On a far diſtant, and remorſeleſs ſhore, \ 
Where human fiends their dire libations pour: 
Where treachery, hov'ring o'er the blaſted heath _ 
Poiſes with ghaſtly lle the darts of death, , 
Pierc'd by their venom'd points, your favorite bleeds, 
And on his libs the luſt of hunger feeds! 


— 


Thus when, of old, the Muſe-born Orpheus bots 


Fair Arts and Virtues to the Thracian ſhor e: 


To 4 
4 4 


Struck with ſweet energy the warbling wiren 


And pour'd perſuaſion from the immortal Iyre ; 
As ſoften'd brutes, the waving woods among, 
Bow'd their meek heads, and liſten'd to the ſong 
Near, and more near, with rage and tumult loud, 
Round the bold batd th' inebriate maniacs crowd. 
Red on thꝰ ungrateſul ſoil his life: blood ſwima, 
And Fiends and Furies tear his quiv'ring limbs! 
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® Chaſten'd lee. Captain Cook obſerves, in e ſecond voyage 

that the Women of Otabeite were grown more modeſt, and that the 

barbarous practice of deſtroying their children was leſſened, 
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Gay 


= qv .-* 
Gay Eden of the. ſouth, thy tribute pay; | 
And iſs, in of woe, thy Cooks Mo 8 


Bid mild Omiah bring his choiceſt ſtores, " 8 
The juicy fruits, and the luxuriant flow'rs z; 
Bring the bright plumes, that drink the torrid ys wn 
And: — n lain ou on Co * 's Moral Bone. 


E B i 
5 Come Oberca, "Saplet Gp oel come, en 4 1 oy, ur ol 
Wich piercing ſur ĩe ks bewail thy Hero's doom !— E 
She com es I- ſhe gazes round with dire J 
Ohl fly the mourner on her frantic wa = 4 
Seel ſee! the pointed ivory wounds dike head, ( 
- Where late the H oves inipurpled roſes ſpread z ; e : ; 
Now ſtain'd with gore, her raven-tieffes flo, : 
In ruthleſs negligence of mad*ning woez _ 9 ; 
-- Loud ſhelaments - and long the Nymph tall fray | . g 
With in A ſtep round Co ons wart 853 3 1 
i op patios " 
[ \ But ah Ae on Albion" ; Wel ah 1 / 
i That frowns incumbent o er the 8 575 —9 . N 
Solicitous, and ſad, a ſofter form vp e * 
i F yes the lone flood, and . the ſtorm. | * 
3 III fated matron !. for, alas. l in vai n A 
1 Thy eager glances wander oer the main JW Ce di a 
3 i the vex'd bilfows, that infurgenc faves, 235 , vn 
. Their white fouls  flvers: Yoder aa] e, n 
1 ; R Ak 98 5 12 * v1.07 781 n 1 e ST BA 
1 | nies Js 54 5, 44 ++ 45 F 1 wo 4! ; 0 
| 3 „Ae The Morai Th kind of "Ae altar; "which the people 


© of Otaticite raiſe'ts the memory of their decesſed friends. They 
bring to it a daily tribute of fruits, flowers and theplumage of birds. 
The chief mourner wanders around it in a ſtate of appaitent diftraRQi- 
on, flicking furiouſly, and ftriking ai intervals a ſhark's tooth into 
her head. All gl fly ber, as ſhe aims at wounding not ovly 
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is not his ſails thy huſband comes no "mire ! 


His bones now whiten an accurſed ſhore ! 


Retire, for hark! the ſea-gull ſbrieking, ſoars, 


The lurid atmoſphere portentous | low'rs ; 


- Night's ſullen ſpirit groans in ev 


gale, 


r 
Ph o'er the waters draws the At As veil, 


Sighs in th 
Go, wretche 


he 


hair, and chills thy throbbing breaſt- 
d mourner! weepthy griefs to reſt ! 


y ſun in dreary night, 


Oh ! raiſe wy thoughts to yonder ſtarry plain, 
And own thy ſorrow ſelfiſh, weak, and vain; * 


: 3. 


| vet, tho? owns of life is loſt each fond delight; e 
Tho? ſet thy earth | 


a 


Since, while Britaunia, to "bis virtues juſt, 


Twines the bright wreath, and rears th immortal buſt : 
While on each wind of heav'n his fame hall riſe, 


8 Ee incenſe to the ſiniling ſkies z 


TENDANTPOWE &, that bade his fails a 


* wg; 


Now raptt 


her bleſſings to each barren land, 
r*d bears Ain to th) immortal ſains, 


Where mercy hails him with congenial ſtrains z 
Where ſoars, on Joy's white plume, his ſpirit free, 


waits for Tus. 


And 8 choir ao while 
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Ah top 1 thou doſt e agi . al 15 = N 
Nature will yet rebe h Rang Jr | 
For I have lov'd thee "ey long. 
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And lov'd thee very. yell. on aig poet des (eons 
"Weg 4 > FO wo #1 let 23. 
5 To native ſkies and peacefu l N 7 ; 355 As 20 3 
I I ſoon ſhall wing my way e ee, 
| Where j joy ſhall lead the ele hours, 
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0 ſpeed, fair fun ! thy courſe divine 
My Abale remove 


There th bright beamerſhalllecer bine : 


And I or ever love: i 


In peiceful eaſe I'll ſtray 


Or rouſe to chaſe the 8 boar, 
As a upcgnfin; e C0 IV 4.42 
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No chriſtian tyrant here is knows: \ 


To mark his ſteps with an" 


Nor ſable mis'ry's . moan 


eee ey” 10 1 


Yet I have heged the meking tongue, 
Have ſeen the ar Us 
1 the. good heart 


desi zm bs 
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Ah! that fuch hearts are rare? "uh 
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ez bleſt hot fury no more . | þ 


WADRTAYS, 


nr 
e 
„ far 21 

7 Tr lh! 


* 


. [99 14 NA 


Now, Chriſtian, glut thy ravilbed gar” 8 10 : 


—T each the joyful hour 
Now bid the ſcorchnig fame artſy” 1700 
And theſe poor limbs devour * 


4 * 
b gen £A 


N Nei 


e, 2 220711) D of Sond 1 [ 10 97 


But know, pale tyrant, tis il t thine ie 


To mock thy baffled rage. 
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0 death, how welcome to the oppreſt 1 


Thy kind embrace 1 un 
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Ar length lai; "fe m evet human &5 um Sad of 
From ever duty, Nea Rs 5 5 an e 
That in my mournful thoughts might claim a 3 
Or force my tears their flowin ſtreams to dry, rl 
Beneath the gloom of this 15 ow'rig 5 ſhades, k 
This lone retreat, for tender ſorrow gu "PE * AY 
now may give my burthen'd heart relief, © . 
And pour forth all m 79 ſtores of grief, 
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Of grief ſurpaſ ing every other woe. 

Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th* ennobled mind beſtow, _ 
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move 

Our oy deſi ans IR * 
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| ; Ye read ro yea y fall 


g billes — 
Ve lawn 805 


* — 9 70 1 green, 

have you my L _ ! 

But never ſhall you now. N 

Nor will he now with 2 delight | 

And taſte refin'd your rural charms explore. 

E N oſe beaptequs eyes ip endleſs vi gie, 
teons eyes where beaming us'd to ſhine 

\Reaſon' 's +more light, and Virtue's ſpark Me. 
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8 8 Of would he Dryads of thoſe woods rejoice 
Io hear her ER y voice, 8 
5 For her deſpiſing, when ſhe dei n 
V meet 'fon ſters of the 1 vring * 
; . The woodlark ang the innet pleas'd no See, e 
The nj le Mas mute, 
And every ſhepherd's flute THEN 
. Was caſt in ſilent ſcorn away, | 
While all attended to her ſweeter lay. 
Te larks and linnets now reſume your e 
| | 25 And thou, melodious Philomel, \ 
| Again thy plaintive ſtory tell, a 
= - For death has 00 that tuneful tongue, 


1 Lucy! 8 wobrd r m ha 555 


LY 


1 f 8 5 
" k * y - * 5 
W 2 * N * 


1 


„ 0 


= - N muſic-co alone Your warbling o9tes W 
p | 925 5 ＋ 10 2 8 15 73 . * ee Sk b 
e N $4301. $1623 467 $530] 
1 vain L. 100K gr, e Yor out obs 68 
Ober all the well known. AW 3 


| T 


K 40. 1 a 

Wheels oft we us'd to Wl. 

Where oft in tender tale ee oY 

We ſaw the ſummer ſun ge down the ſkys 3 
Not b y von ſountaĩ s de, *˙ nee * 1 0 
Nor have be waters glide ng =O, 

Along the valley;-ean be 1 062%. bat Ly * 
In all the wide e ample bouns " IE 
No more my mou begs 5H 
8 Tan woke of din of#y257* (642 6: . 4 0 in 


But the ſad earth where her dear lies lie. 
FT# 
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0 wake of Hager, 1 is now your boaſt 7 | 
Pour bright inhabirang i loſt.. 8 
You ſhe prefer'd to all the gay reſorts Ne Di Op 
| Where female yapity might wiſh to ſnine , 
be pomp of cities andthe pride of coẽ⏑initt. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhun d the public Nb: a Rl 
To your ſequeſter d . 
Hfow'r-embroidand vales 
Proll an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly: * -_ 
With Nature there retix'd, and Nature's Ges. | 
The filent paths pf wiſdom trod. 
 Andbaniſh'd eyery paſſign from her breaſt, 
But thoſe the gentleſt and the beſt, 
Whoſe holy flames with ene 0 divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve, 


The conjugal, and the maternal. love. Pe 
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| Sweet "FW whe me the little 0 ful go 
Were wont to trip alon theſe verdant lawns 
By yonr delighted mother's fide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide? 

Ah! where is now the hand whoſe tender care 

To every virtue would have form*d your Youth, 6 

An Rirew'd Py flow'rs 15 chorny ways of ag ow : 

1 | is 


a 
| '* hs 1 NH © "to > fp 4 i 
PR 1 repair! F mo 1 We | 
3 Oh wretched Father left ew Þ wal of 
= To weep their dire misfortune; and ih. own 1 5 
How ſhall thy weaken mind, oppreſs d with —_ 
And drooping oer thy Lucy's gray, | 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, / 155 x 5 7 
Now ſbe, alas | id gone, | 95 
Ten folly, and from vice, Geiedaplabage to Jive > 
9 ao 3:33" 56 SYHI% {1120 bs! 983 08 
1 5 W ye, Muſes, when relentleſs Fate 
a From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tare, ne tac 
= From theſe fond arms that vainly irove”” 3 v 
Wich haplets ineffectual Lobe 45 # 
To guard her boſdm ſtom the mortal blow en 
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Could not your fab'rite pow'r, Aonian mice, 14 It: 
Could not, alas! your power pr en her date, 
For whom ſo oft in theſe infp oe Wes,” 
Or under Campden's mefgeelad pk . 5 
13 Tou open'd all your ſacred ſtore, 8 ao TY | 


Whate?er your ancient ſages ee ho 
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| Your ancient bards 4 though 
And bade bet en a 2 Nat wen gow? WT 
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4 Nor then did Pindus' or Caſtalia's Nad 

99 Ac ed $ fount your ſteps detain, 3 
= - Nor in the Theſpian vallies did you om 2 | ay 
|| Nor then on * Miacio's bank NTT Ne f 
"Ro 142 ee abe ri hs + MI 19 4173 Ap | to | 

LA ut DORA 2 41 47 b THEY 76 9 
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* The Mincior "__ er Mancus i he edges ven * 

* TOI — 2 1 | | A | | , 

5 n e eee $83-2 e 333 8 
i Nor 91 


ein 64. od add Lg 
href Clitnmnus roll his genele Recam, 2 1 
here / through hanging woods 5 M 
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oy 84225 $ Anio pours hin flog floods, | 
Nor yet + \ t Meles, pr | Iliſſus fray, 
That, of your bug „ its 
To dire ENG? waa 180 ding beute t. 
© arg! +04 we FEES 
E . wn ES if 18 2 1 (FT —_ 
e 5 Wa Wine; wee $i 7 „iet in * O43 we 
Now what avaiz:at:that in early _ 1 


Hl does it now beſeem, 
Nen 5 n e ast * 
* 12 \ 
Ne li 2 fantaltic toys f Ne 


riſex*o joe e *F 
With. — — ſearch\dithe ju of Greece wn Rome? | 
And all that in her latter days: 3 


To emulate her avcientpraile. b ren on 
Italia's hap 55 genius could , F | 
Or what the Gallic fire 
Bright — * could inſpire 3 z 4 
p all cke gemper'd.and — Ie E 5 
Or what.n, Bri nie 15 
* aa pt th, your: ſmile. dro th. od. it x 
The pom Pech tees of fancy j ia 1 7255 
Tofu wes. beben dle raiſe 7 | 
Ae 92 9 tie 11363” 9434 125 4 
anion 5 it. r Ic aruds fie hat bs 


9 cha ies river of Umbela,/ the refidence of Propetine, 
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Tue eee Fire Throke hors! en had 
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t The Meles bs a ira from whence 5 ens, ſuppoſed: | 
to be bozn on las danke, d 3 
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0 Ah! ! FOE is now the uſe 
Of al} thoſe treaſvres that enrich'd ket nd 10 
2 * ee 3 YARD} Hey ny ? 
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Al leaſt, ye Nine, ber ſpatleſs Alle | ty £ 
«i Tis. yours from death te Ve 
And in the temple of immortal: Fame N 
With golden characters her worth engrave. 
T Come. then, ye virgin ſiſters, come, 
And ſtrew with choiceſt flow'rs her haliow'd tomb. 
But foremoſt thou, in ſable . eu worl 
| With accents ſweet and ſad ,., 
o Thou plaintive Muſe, whom ofer his Winde em 
| Unhappy Petrarch'call'd to mur. 
8 come, and to this fairer Lauri pay nds fla bo 
A more PROTEIN tears: 4 more pathetic la lay. my 1 
© x SHO 1 bur! I rnb ag eilen 
Ng . 06 1180 . 15 mY gr 
x * 935 * oy? 


N - | 
Tell how each TR bh giv face 157 ei 0 
= . Was brighten'd by ſome does pee grace!“ 4 
5 How eloquent in every welt te 885 Ki ks 
Through her expreſſive e & ber ul ufſtinctly ſpoke! | 
Tell how her manners r the world refin'd 
Left all the taint of modiſh vice behind. 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree 
„Wich candid Truth's ſimplicity : 


17.55 


And uncorrupted Innocence! ; 
„ Tell bow ro more than mantyFerife*” 0 6 
She join the ſoft ning influence' . 5 5 

Of more chan female tenderneſjꝛjꝛ 1 


How in the thou ghtleſs days of wealth and j joy, 
MWuich oft the care of others“ good deſtroy, . 
Et + Her kindly melting heart, '* :e: 
To every want and eyery woe, 
To guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs, ' 
—_ The balm of pity would impart, 
_— . Aud all br that * could beftow ! 
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Her gearsrwould+ fall! > tn/iobo dei 

west Mitac * ſource; bens volent oo al. 24 T, 
Shiny eic ene RARER Rn e zus 
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Not only good and "PITT Law bio W 

But uw, and elevated Was her mi bal $11 bs ö 

A ſpirit that with noble pr "of | 
| db 
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8 look ſuperior 
On fortune?s niles orf 
That couldiwith6at te 


9 5 1 0 N 
To Virtue? s loweſt duty' PEERS Phra +! 7 | 


Or int reſt or'@tbition's higheſt prize N bag 
That injureU/oreffetide@never AFN ty A 69 "ou I 
Its dignity by vengeance OA eh ii bas sli 
But by x Art th —— * Id blau! 
A wit that tempenitely/B# 5 engen 10 a 9 
Wich inoffenſive licht Wide W 
All pleaſing ſuone g. eiter 3 794 


The decent bounds that Wifdem —_— 
And ſweet Benevolence“ iff Conia nA 
And baſhful Modeſty befoft it © ang pla vid F 
A prudence undecetving;*t r$ 2A 


Thar got litt aer 268) 1 d 
That ſeorn d unjuſt Suſpicion's' coward fear, 
And without weakneſs kne b be fincere, — 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days, 
Amidſt the acclaim:ofuniverſat — th N 280 Fe 
In life's and:glory's freſheſt bloom ti + 4 wt 
Death came ee eee on and ſunk her to the romb. ; 


A : OTE T7} Mr Fg 4. i 2 3 
XIII. . ee 2d has N 
os 4 Lf + IS} 8 21 
So where the ment ftreamg, of Liria 145. „ 
_ In the ſoft boſom of. Campania's 0 CIO 
When now the wintry tempeſts all. A * n 78 0 


And genial ſummer breathes her. gentle d = 
he You orange lifts its deadtedd a. 4s ee 
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| "IFOR every; branch the) balin y dar pes t 101 
On every bough the 8 
Wich odours ſweet it fils the e e NE 
The voed-nymphe-tend in, and th aan eon; 57 
But in the midſt of all its blooming pride 
A' ſudden blaſt from Appeninus blows, 
| Cold with perpetugl;ſnows : 0 0 107 
The tender rights PAL FHP his leres and dies, 
'* "SD ee tw 166: iq A 
. FO 11 oriege!; $60; Blue 
Wü ro 2m? any 0 1 
8 Ariſe; O Petrarch, 2 Elyſian dowrls,.. $84" 
Wich never-fading myrtles wind,. 
And fragrant with ambroſtal ſto wers, ni 3C 
Where to thy Laura thau again art ind; ti 151 Ml 
Ariſe and hither. bring the ſilver re, de voing! _ : 
Tun'd by thy Grajful, hand, isa en 403 
To the ſoft low of glegant deſi ane 218 8 
8 p With bs e A. land- Ga ni / 
Was ſpread the famg y ele WA 
* To! ne, raſign err bn 00 5 aft 
And teach my ſorigws to telate 
Their melancholy ale ſo. well. 2 ba: 
As may ev'n ihingsinanimate, 
Rough mountain daks, and, deſert rocls. to pity move. 
| era i 995 z udioigt., 4 K El b 03991-1817 * 
„ 915 Irn 11 XV. * esu i1yotitw þ U 
rb friab ad n t v9 0. 2 
What were, alas thy woes compar'd-to mine? 
To thee thy miſtreſs in ther blitsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand; 
- The joys of wedded love were never thine, 
In thy domeſtic care 


2 4 
1 S Sy 
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She never, bore a. ſbare, C 
Nor with*eni 57 0 — ect 1 Coding 
Would heat 1 unded Chae h 
Of every fecret | tief tt wore theres. 
Nor did ler fonc aachen on the bed | A 9 


Nn ; 9 
| Of 
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Of ſickneſs watch aha and thy languid Ka 
Whole nights on her unwearied arm Ws | 
T And charm away the ſenſe of pain : 

Nor did ſhe crown your mutual flame * 1 
With pled ges dear, and 07 2 ae 3 tender name. L 


fe IL 3 „ Hon 
9 8 vr 825 rt e 160 n DAR 
o beſt of wives ! O dearer far to me 
Than when thy virgin charms 
Were yielded to my arms, 
How can: my ſoul endure the loſs of thee? IT 
How in the world, to me a deſert grown, 15 
Abandon'd, and alone, | | 
Without my ſweet companion can [ live Ons 
Without thy lovely ſmile, _. 3 
The dear reward of every virtuous toil, _ 
What pleaſures now can pall'd Ambition give . 
Ev'n the delightful ſenſe of well: earn'd praiſe, 
Unſhar*d b L thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts could raiſe. 
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For my dittracted mind 

What ſuccour can I find? 
On whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 

Support me every friend, 

Your kind aſſiſtance lend e 2 ee 
To bear the weight of this oppteſſive . 

Alas ! each friend of mine, „ 
My dear departed love, ſo much was. thine, - VL IIEO CS 
'That none has any comfort to erg 5 0 

My books, my beſt relief N 

In every other grief, STEELE? 
Are now with your idea adders e 2 * Ait ml 
Each fav'rite author we together read e 

My tortur'd mem Ty wounds, nad of puns of Lacy dead, 


+% * 
D 


wh K : 
: fot >>, 
* - 


1 | 1 e 
- * ; FR - 0 : , 7 
2098 1 I ; 85 
x — 5 | 


; * 
| , 7 4 2 I i 
. 1 1 #3 . 


| © 


We were . pair of in" 1d. | 
The rolling year its varying courſe perform'd, 5 
And back return'd again 1 | 
Another and another ſmihng-came, : 
And ſaw our happineſs unchang d remain 
Still in her golden chain c IS 
Harmonious ConTord did our Wilhes _ 
Our ſtudies, pleaſures, taſte, the ſame. 
O fatal, fatal ſtroke * 5 
That all this pleaſing fabric Love had tai ho : 
Of rare kelicity, | 
On which ey*n wanton Vice with envy gaz 2'd, 
£4 And. every ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form'd 
2 With 11 Hope, for many a future wall 
| In one ſad moment broke ! | 
Yet, O89 foul thy riſing murmurs fay, | 
Nor dare th' all-wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 
Or againſt his ſupreme decree 
Wich iwpious grief complain, 
That all thy tull-blown joys at once ſhould fade 
Was his moſt een Will, and be chat will obe y d. 
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| Would thy fond love 5 Aj to her controul, 
And in theſe low. abodes of ſin and n 
Her pure, exalted. foul. j 
Unyuiily for thy partial good detain 1 8 
No rather ſtiive thy grov ling, mind. to nie 
Up to that unclogded blaze, 
That heav*nly radiance of eternal light, 
12 which enthromeſhenow with pity ſees. 
Ho frail, how inſecure, how flight 
A ; Is ey ory; mortal bits 33 | 1 833 
7 | Ev n love iticit if riſing by degrees 7 | 
| * | Beyond 
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Beyond the bounds of this imperfect ſtate, — 
Whoſe fleeting joys ſo ſoon muſt end, 
It does not to its tov*reign Good aſcend, 

. Riſe then, my ſoul, with hope elate, 

And ſeek thoſe regions of ſerene delight, 
Whole peaceful path and ever open gate | . 
Nor feet but thoſe of harden'd guilt ſhall miſs, 

There death himſelf thy Lucy ſhall reſtore, 
There yield up all his pow*r ne' er to divide us more. 
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E PIT AP H on the ſame LADY. 


By the Same. 


| M vt to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes; 
Tho' meek, magnanimous, tho? witty, wiſez,. © 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been : | 
Yet good, as che the world had never ſeen; 
The noble fire of an exalted mind, 
With gentle female tenderneſs combin'd. 
Her ſpeech was the melodious voice of Love, 
Her ſong the warbling of the vernal Greve; 
Her eloquence was ſweeter than her Song, 
Soft as her Heart, and as her Reaſon ſtrong ; 
Her Form each beauty of her mind expreſs'd,, 
Her Mind was Virtue by the Graces dreſs*'d. 
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OUD TRE the form 7 the vexd Atlantic round? 
155 Genius, Britain, wanders on its ſhores ! 
Hears cries of horror wafted from afar, 9 OY 
And groans of Anguiſh, mid the ſhrieks of War! 
Hears the deep curſes of che Great and mee * 
Sigh in the wind, and murmur on the wave!!! 


O'er his damp brow the ſable erape he binds, . 
And throws his * victor 0 arland to the winds ; 
Bids haggard Winter in the drear ſej journ, 3 


Tear the dim foliage from her drizzl ing urn; 


1 View gorland—Alldig to dhe e by Lord, ce 


wallis. 
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With ſickly yew unfragrant cypreſs twine, - 

And hang the duſky wreath round Honour's ſhrize. 

Bids ftee]-clad Valour chaſe that dove-like Bride, 
Enfeebling Mercy, from his awful fidez | 

Where long ſhe fat and check'd the ardent rein, 

As whirl'd his chariot o'er th” embattled plain 

Gilded with ſunny ſmile her April tear, 3 

Rais'd her white arm, and ſtay d th' uplifted fpear; 

Then, in her place, bids Vengeance mount the car, 

And glut with gore th' inſatiate Dogs of War !— 

With one pale hand the * bloody ſcroll he rears, 

And bids his Nations blot it with their tears z 

And one, extended o*er th' Atlantic wave, 

Points to his Andre*s ignominious grave ! 


And ſhall the Muſe, that marks the ſolemn ſcene, 
% As buſy Fancy lifts the veil between,“ 
Refuſe to mingle in the awful train, 
f 55 breathe, with glowing zeal the yotive ftrain ? 
rom public fame ſhall admiration fire 
The boldeſt numbers of her raptur'd lyre 
To hymn a ſtranger ? and with ardent lay 
Lead the wild mourner round her Cook's morai; 
While Andre fades upon his dreary bier 
And Þ Julia's only tribute is her tear? 
Dear, lovely Youth ! : whoſe gentle virtues ſtole 
Thro' Friendſhip's ſoſtning medium on her ſoul t 
Ah no !—with every ſtrong reſiſtleſs plea, 
Riſe the recorded days ſhe paſt with thee, 
While each dim ſhadow of o?er-whelming Years, 
With glance reverted Eagle-memory clears. 


„ Bludy ſcroll. —The Court-Martial decree, ſigned at Tappus, 
for Major Andre's execution. 


+ Fulia.—The name by which Mr. Andre addre ſo d the Author 


in his correſpondence with her. | 1155 : 0 
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_ *  Belov'd Companion of the faireſt hours 

That roſe for her in Joy's reſplendent bow'rs, 

How gaily ſhone on thy bright morn of Youth 

The Star of Pleaſure and the Sun of Truth! 

Full from their ſource deſcended on thy mind 

Each gen'rous virtue and each tafte refin'd 

Young Genius led thee to his varied fane, 

Bade thee * aſk all his gifts, nor aſk in vain z' 
Hence novel thoughts, in ev'ry Juſtre dreſt "380-3 
Of pointed Wit, that diamond. of the breaſt; * 

Hence glow'd thy fancy with poetic ray, 

Hence muſic warbled in thy ſprightly lay; 

And hence thy pencil, with his colours warm, 

Caught ev'ry grace, and copied ev*ry charm, 

| Whoſe by 18. glories beam on Beauty's cheek, 

And bid thy glowing Ivory breathe and ſpeak, 

Bleſt pencil! by kind Fate ordain'd to fave _ 

Honora's ſemblance from her + early grave. 

Oh! while on + Julia's arm it ſweetly ſmiles, 

And each lorn thought, each long regret. beguiles, 

Fondly the weeps * hand which form*d the ſpell, 

Now ſhroudleſs mould”ring in its earthly cell! 


Al Bis gifts,—Mr. Andre had conſpicuous talents for Poetry, 
Mufic, and Painting. The News-papers mention'd a ſatiric poem 
of his upon the Americans, which was ſuppos'd to ha ve ſtimulated 
| their barbarity towards him. | dos | 

+ Early grave —Miſs Honora S—— to whom Mr. Andre'e 
attachment was of ſuch ſingular conſtancy, died in a conſumption & 
few months before he ſuffer'd death at Tappan. She had married 


another Gentleman four years aſter her engagement with Mr, 
Andre had been diffoly'd by pareata} Authority, 


J Julias arm — Mr. Andre crew two miniature pictures of Miſe 


Honora 8 — on his firſt acquaintance with her at Buxton, in the 
Year 1769, one for himſelf, the other for the Author of this poem. 


But 
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ut ſure the Youth, whoſe ill- ſtarrꝰd paſion, fore 


Wich all the pangs of inauſpicious Love, 
Full oft” deplor'd the fatal art that ſtole 
The jocund freedom of its Maker! $ ſoul! 


While with nice band he mark'd the Joke grace- 


And matchleſs ſweetneſs of Honora's face, 
Th' enamour'd Youth the faithful traces bleſt; 
That barb'd the dart of Beauty in his breaſt; 
Around his neck th' enchanting Portrait hung, 
While a warm vow burſt ardent from his tongue, 
That from his boſom no ſneceeding day, 

No chance Tiould bear ad taliſman . 


"T vas thus *Apelles bafk'd'i in Beauty s blaze, 
And felt the miſchief of the ſtedfaſt gaze 3- I 


Trac'd with diforder'd hand Campaſpe*s charms, | 


And as their beams the kindling Canvas warms, 
Triumphant: Love, with ſtill Aiport! . 
Engrayes their wonders on the Painter's heart. 
. 
Dear loft Gb 1 ever conſtant "Youth !* 
That fate had ſmil'd on thy unequal'd truth !' 
Nor bound th' enſanguin'd laurel on that brow 


Where Love ordain'd his brigheſt wreath to glow. x, 


Then Peace had led thee to her ſofteſt bow'rs, 


5 And Hymen ftrew'd thy path with all his flow'rs; 


Drawn to the roof, by Frieadfl.ip' s ſilver cord, 

Each ſocial Joy had brighten'd at thy board; 

Science and ſoft affection's blended rays - 
Had ſhone unclouded on thy lengthen*d-days ;: 
From hour to hour, thy taſte, with confcious pride,. 
| W 0 new talents 1 in thy lovely Bride 5 


2 . "Twas — „ eee is very e upon this hs 
. eumiiance in an Ode 0 hie Friend Mr. Howard the Painter. 


Tin. 
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Till thou hadſt own'd the magic of her fac 
Thy fair Honora's leaſt engaging grace, _ 
Dear loſt Honora ! o'er thy early bier 

The muſe ſtill ſheds her ever ſacred tear !— 

The bluſhing rofe-bud in its vernal bed, | 

By Zephyrs fann'd and murm'ring fountains fed, 
In June's gay morn that ſcents the ambient air, 
Was not more ſweet, more innocent, or fair. 
Oh! when ſuch Pairs their kindred Spirit find, 
When Senſe and Virtue deck each ſpotleſs Mind, 
Hard 1s the doom that ſhall the union break, 
And Fate's dark pinion hovers o'er the wreck. 


— 


Now Prudence in her cold and thriſty care, 
Frown'd on the Maid, and bade the Youth deſpair; 
For Pow'r Parental ſternly ſaw, and ſtrove 
To tear the lilly-bands of plighted Love; | 
Nor ſtrove in vain; but while the Fair One's ſighs 
Diſperſe, like April-ftorms in ſunny ſkies, | 
The firmer Lover, with unſwerving truth, 

To his firſt paſſion conſecrates his Ln ? 

Tho' four long years a night ofabſence prove, 
Yet Hope's Df Star ſhone trembling on his Love; 
Till * buſy Rumour chas d each pleaſing dream, + 
And quench'd the radiance of the ſilver beam. 


% Honora loſt my happy Rival's Bride! 
Swell ye full fails ! and roll thou mighty tide! 
*“ Ofer the dark waves forſaken Andre bear 
Amid the vollying thunders of the War! 
Jo win bright Gloryifrom my Country's Foes, 
% Ev'n in this ice of Love, my bofom glows. 


F 


® Buſy Runen? The tidings of Honora Matriage. Upon that 
event Mr. Andre quitted his Profe ſſion as a Merchant, and join'd our 
Army in America, | | | : | 


Volup. 
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4 BE Volu tu Lo: NDON pes 1 blaze, 
7 12 8 Theit nao thrones the Loop Pleaſures raife z 
„% Bid proud Expence Sabean odours bring, hot as cl 
„ Nor aſk her roſes of the tardy Spring; . 
* Where Muſic floats the glittering roofs among, 4 
« And with, meand*ring cadence wells the Song; 
% Where Painting burns the Grecian Meed to claim, 
« From the high temple of immortal Fame, 1 be 
Bears to the radiant Goal; with ardent pace, 
« Her Kaufman's beauty, and her Reynolds“ grace; 
% Where Sun-clad Poetry the ſtrain inſpires, 
% And foils me Grecian Harps, the Laan Lyres. 


1 Ye ſoft'nin Luxuries) ye poliſh*d Arts! 
4 Bend your en Lebling rays on tranqufl hearts! 
6 J quit 06 Song, the Peneil, and the Eyre, Dan cn! 
cc White robes. A peace! and Plegſure's oft attire, _ 
ce To ſeize the Sword, to mount the rapid Fe. ES 
4 In all the proud habiliments of m__—_— 
& Honora loft! I woo a ſterner Bride, 
4 The arm'd Bellona calls me to her ae 
« Harſh is the muſic of our marriage ſtrain! 
It breathes in thunder from the weſtern lernt. 
e& Wide o'er the watry world its echoes roll, 
& And rouſe each latent ardor of my Soul: rife 
4e And tho” unlike the'foft 3 ns To 
c That gaily wak'd Honora's nuptial — 
& Its deeper tones ſhall. whiſper, ere-they ceaſe, 
% More genuine amnnſpert, and more laſting e 


ce Reſoly?d 1 go! nor from that fatal * 15 
& To theſe 1. gay ſcenes {ball Andre's ſteps. return! 
4 Set is the of Love, that ought to guide 
46 His refflaent bark acrols the mighty Tide !— 
6 But while my Country's Foes, with impious hand 
. $5. Hurl oer the ſubject plains the livid- brand 
< Of dire Sedition !—Oh ! let Heav n ordain 
„ While Andre lives, he may not live in vain l. 


— 


« „ Yet 


029411 


ee Yet 3 one e Lind 8 ca 1˙d 12 roam 

« Far from my vEpiog Friends, my peaceful home, 
« The beſt affections of my heart muſt ceaſe, ; 
40 And gratitude be loſt, I e and 9 


« My lovely Sifters [ _ were wont to teh ine 61 


« Your Souls ſoft feeling with each wiſh of mine, 
„ Shall, when this breaſt beats high at Glory s call, 
« From your mild eyes the ſhow*rs of Sorrow fall * 
The light of Excellence, that round you glows, 
„Decks with reflected beams your Brother's brows ! 
« Oh! may his Fame, in ſome diſtinguiſh'd day 
«© Pour on. that excellence che en ray! 


6 Dim clonds of Woe! ye —.— och cprightly grace 
« That us'd to ſparkle in Maria's face.— _ 

« My * tuneful Anna to her lute complains, | NE. 
« But Grieſ's fond throbs arreſt the parting mind 

&« Fair, as thè ſilver blofſom on the thorn, 

« Soft as the ſpitit of the vernal morn, _ FR 

% Louiſa, chaſe thoſe trembling fears, that prove - 

“ Th” ungovern'd terrors of a Siſter's love. | 
hey bend thy ſweet: head, like yon lucid flow?r, 

& That EI and fades beneath the Summer's pb ; 


4 Oh! tile; my Riters; on {this deftin'd day, 

4 And with the radiant omen gild my way! 

% And thou, my Brother, gentle as the gale, 

« Whoſe breath perfumes anew the bloſſom'd vale, 

6 Yet quick of Spirit, as th* electtic beam, 

When from the clouds its darting lightnings ſtream, * 
6“ Soothe with inceſſant care our Mother's woes, 
* And huſh her anxious ſighs to ſoft repoſe.— 


* Tuneful Anna. —Miſs Anna Andre has a poetical talent. 


« And 


— www 3 - — 9 wy” 
0 w. — * 


—— — —ͤ— 
2 * 


: 7 
[ * 
| \ 
: a .t 
+ WE 
9 

15 
{BY 
x 

FH 

: 
4 


i 


I 


co And be ye Care, when diſtant far I tray 
To ſhare the dangers of the arduous day, 

« Your tender, faithful amity ſhall reſt Bd 

« The * laſt dear record of my grateful breaft. 


w% 4 


4 Oh! ceful Prieſteſs at the fane of Truth, 
Friend of my Soul ! and guardian of my Youth | . 
e Skill'd to convert the duty to the choice, 
My gentle mother ! in whoſe melting voice 
- © Thevirtuous precept, that perpetual flow'd, 
« With Muſic warbled, and with Beauty glow'd, 
Thy tears !=—ah Heav*n—not drops of molten lead, 
c Pour'd on thy hapleſs Son's devoted head, 
& With keener {mart had each ſenfation torn /— 
66 They wake the nerve where agonies are born! 
„ But oh! reſtrain me not! thy tender ſtrife, 
% What woud it ſave ?—alas 1 thy Andre's life! 
„ Oh! what a weary pilgrimage twill prove 
90 Strew d with the thorns of diſappointed Love ! 
4 Ne'ef can he break the charm, whoſe fond controul, , 
6 By habit rooted, lords it o'er his ſoul, y 
> If here he languiſh in inglorious eaſe, | 
% Where Science palls, and Pleaſures ceaſe to pleaſe, 
6 *Tis Glory only, with her potent ray, | 
. Can chaſe the clouds that darken all his way. 
„Ihen dry thoſe pearly drops, that wildly flow, 
c Nor ſnatch the laurel from m y youthful brow !- 
4 The Rebel ſtandard blazes to the noon! 
4 And Glory's path is bright before thy Son! 


Pa 9. ob. ho 


® Loft dear record. te 1 have a mother and three fiſters, te 


« whom the value of my commiſſion would be an object, as the Ir 

« Joſs of Grenada has much affected their income. It is needles 

4 to be more explicit on this ſubject, 1 know your Excellency” 8 

« goodneſs,” ——See Major Andre's laſt letter to General Clin- 

ton publiſk'd in the Guactte, 
| em 


. Then 
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ee Then join thy voice! and thou with Heav'n ordain 
While Andre lives, he may not livein vain. 5 4 1 


He ſays! and ſighing ſeeks we buſy Sandi. 
Where anchor'd Navies Wait the wiſh'd command, 250 
To the full gale the nearer billows roar, | 
And proudly laſh the eircumſcribing ſhore ; 
While furious on the craggy coaſt they rave, 
All calm and lovely rolls the diſtant wave 

For onward, as th* unbounded waters f read, 15 
Deep ſink the rocks in their 3 
And all their pointed terrors utmeſt force, 
But gently inte the billows courſe, 


80 on his preſent hour rude paſſion preys 1 
So ſmooth 5 en d of his future days! 
Unconſcious of the Storm, that grimly ſleeps, 
To wreck its W on th? unſhelter'd Deeps!. 


Now yielding waves divide before the prow ; 
The white fails bend, the ſtreaming pennants glow; 
And ſwiftly waft him to the weſtern plain, 

Where herce Bellona rages o' er the lain, 


Firm i in their firength oppoſing 1 ſtand, 
Prepar'd to drench with blood the thirſty Land. 
Now Carnage hurls her flaming bolts 1 5 
And Deſolation groans amid the War. 

As bleed the Valiant; and the Might) yield, 
Death ftalks the only victor o'er the field, 


NE in all the horrors of the day, 
Impetuous * Andre leads the glorious way 


* 


* Impetuous Andre. lt is in this paſſage only that fietion has been 
employ'd thro tae narrative of the poem, Mr. Andre was a priſo= 


Fill 


ner 


Till, rafbly bold, by numbers forc'd to yield, 
| They drag him captive from the long fought field, — 
Around the Hero croud th* exulting Bands, 
And ſeize the ſpoils of War with bloody hands 


+ Snatch'che dark plumage from his awful creſt, 


And tear the golden creſcent from his breaſt; 5 
The ſword, the tube, that wings the death from far, 
And all the fatal implements of War! 
EP * e | | | 
Silent unmov'd the gallant Youth ſurvey'd 

The laviſh ſpoils triumphant Ruffians made. 
'The idle ornament, the uſeleſs, ſpear 
He little recks, but oh! there is a fear 
Pants with quick throb, while yearning ſorrows dart 
Thro' all his ſenſes to his trembling heart. 


c What tho* Honora's voice no more ſhall charm ! 
% No more her beamy ſmile my boſom warm! 
Vet from theſe eyes ſhall Force for ever tear 
The ſacred Image of that form ſo dear; 
Shade * of my Love! tho' mute and cold thy charms 
Ne er haſt thou bleſt my happy Rival's arms, 


6 To my ſad heart each Dawn has ſeen thee preſt ! 
„ Each night has laid thee pillow*d on my breaſt ! 


ner in America, ſoon after his arrival there, but the Author is un- 
acquainted with the circumſtances of the action in which he was 
taken. | | | | | 
* Shade of my Love.--The miniature of Honors, A Letter from Ma- 
Jor Aud e to one of his Friends, written a few years ago, contain'd 
the following ſentence. .** | have been taken priſoner by the Ames» 
_ Ticans and ſtript of every thing except the picture of Honora, which | 
dn N in my mouth. Preſerving that, I yet think myſelf fortu- 
nate. ET 415 | 


«© Force 


I br 
4e Force ſhall not tear thee from thy faithful ſhrine, 
« Thou' ne'er wert his, and ſay be ever mine 1 


4 Tis fixed 4thele Ups wall ns incloſs 
c The precious Soother of my ceaſeleſs woes. 
«„ And ſhould relentleſs Violence invade 
ce This laſt retreat, by frantic Fondneſs made, 
« One way remains Fate whiſpers to my Soul 
ce Intrepid * Portia and her burning coal! 
c So ſhall the throbbin "g Inmate of iny breaft 
66 From Love's ſole 8 t meet everlaſting reſt * 


—_ 


While theſe fad 8 in wein ſucceſſion frs, 

The ſmother'd embers of each fond deſire, 
. to his mouth his eager hand removes | 
The beauteous ſemblance of the Form he loves. 
That darling treaſure ſafe reſign he wears 
The ſordid robe, the ſcanty viand fhares 
With chearful fortitude content to wait 

The barter d ranſom of a kinder fate. 


| Now many a Moon in her pale courſe had aa 
The penfive beam on Andre's captive head. 

At 5 th the Sun roſe jocund to adorn 

With al his Cy the MALIN 'd Moon. 


® Intrepid Fortia.— 
„ BxuTvs] Impatient * my abſence, 
« And grieved that young Oactavius, with Mark ee 
“s Had made themſelves ſo ſtrong, ſhe grew W 
* And her Attendants abſent ſwallow'd fire. 
«© Cazsius.] And dy'd ſo? 


„ BRUTUS,] Even fol NS: | 4 


See N s Play of TON Ceſar, 421 iv. \ Jeb iv. 
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CL £001 
Again the Hero joins the ardent Train 
That pours its thouſands on the tented plain 
And ſhines diſtinguiſh'd in the long array, 
Bright as the ſilver ſtar that leads the Day! 
His modeſt temperance, his wakeful heed, 
His filent diligence, his ardent ſpeed, 
Each warrior duty to the Veteran taught, 
Shaming the'vain Experience Time had brought. 
Dependance ſcarcely feels his gentle ſway, | 
He thares each want, and ſmiles. each grief away; 
And to the yirthes of of a noble Heart | 
Unites the talents of inventive Art, | 
Thus from his ſwift and faithful pencil low _ 
The Lines, the Camp, the Fortreſs of the Foe 3 | 
Serene to counteract each deep Deſign, 8 
Points the dark Ambuſh, and the ſpringing Mine; 
Till, as a breathing Incenſe, Andre's name TT 
Pervades the Hoſt, and ſwells the loud acclaim, 


2 


The Chief no virtue views with cold regard, 
Skill'd to diſcern, and generous to reward; 
Lach tow'ring hope his honor'd ſmiles, impart, | 
As near his Perſon, and more near his heat 
The graceful Youth he draws, and round his brow 
Bius Rank and Power their mingled brilliance throw, | 


Oh! haſt thou, ſeen a blooming Morn of May 
In cryſtal beauty ſhed the nodes ray? 5 
And with its balmy dews refreſhing ſhow rr 
Swell the young grain,” and ope the purple flow'r ? 
In bright'ning luſtre reach its rad iant Noon, 
Rob'd in the gayeſt mantle of the Sun? 

Then mid the fplendors of its azure ſkies, 

Oh! haſt thou ſeen the cruel Storm ariſe ? 

In fahle horror ſhroud each dazzling charm, 

And daſh their glories back with icy arina? 


Thus lower'd the deathfal cloud amid the blaze 
Of Andre's Deſtiny,—and quenc'd its rays !— 


2 1 7 44 
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Ah 


8 ff HO. 
Ah fatal Embaſſy thy hazards dire 
His kindling Soul with every ardor fire; 
Great Clinton gives it to the courage prov'd, 
And the known wiſdom to the Friend he lov'd. 


As fair Euryalus to meet his Fate, 
With Nyſus ruſhes from the Dardan gate, 
Relentleſs Fate ! whoſe fury ſcorns to ſpare 
The ſnowy breaſt, red lip, and ſhining hair, 
So poliſh*d Andre Iaunches on the waves 
Where * Hudfon's tide its dreary confine laves. 
With firm intrepid foot the Youth explores 


Each dangerous pathway of the hoſtile ſhores ; b a 


But on no Veteran Chief his ſtep attends, _ _ 


As ſilent round the gloomy Wood he wends z 5 | 111 


Alone he meets the brave repentant Foe, 
Suſtains his late reſolve, receives his vow, 
With ardent ſkill directs the doubtful courſe, 
Seals the firm bond and ratifies its force. 


"Tis thus Ame AT1CA, thy Generals fly, 
And wave new banners in their native ſky! 
Sick of the miſchiefs artful Gallia pour, 
In friendly ſemblance on thy ravag'd ſhores 
Unnatural compact - ſhall a Race of Slaves 
Suſtain the ponderous ſtandard Freedom waves? 


No! while their feign'd Protection ſpreads the tolls, 


The Vultures hover o'er the deſtin'd ſpoils! - + 
How fade, Provincial glories, while you run 
To court far deeper bondage than you ſhun { 
Is this the Yenerous active rifing Flame, 
That boafted Libercy's immortal name 


— 
— 


* Hudſon's tide. Major Andre came up the Hudſon 


meet General Arnold. On his return by Land he fell into the 


bands of the Enemy. 


Uz 


— 


Wenn. 313 1155 2288 
r 


_ Of fell revenge, in all its guilt the Prey 


Thro' rolling Years ſaw undecifive War 


„„ 3 


Blaz'd for its rights infring'd, dts Sophia tor, 


And taught the Wiſe the dire miſtake to mourn, 
When haughty Britain, in a luckleſs A 
With rage inebriate, and the luſt of poWw-w ir 
To fruitleſs conqueſt, and the countleſs graves 

Led her gay Legions o'er. the weſtern waves! 


* Ss 1 


22 . JILL BIT nn 2 
The Friend of Diſcord, tow'rins at the . 
l | f 4 Adi 
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Long did my ſoul the wretched ftrife ſurvey, 
And wept the horrors of the dreadful dayz 


Drag YR. Cn: e 
Exhauſt my Country's treaſure, pour her gore 
In fruitleſs c flick in the diſtant Z 
Saw the firfn ongrefs all her might oppoſe, of a 


And while I mohff d her fate, rever'd her Foes. 
EOS x5 N VV a 5. 
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But when, repentant of her prouder aim, 


She gently waves the long diſputed claim ; 


Extends the charter with your rights reftord, _ 
And hides in olive wreaths the blood-ftain*d ſword; 
Then to reject her peaceful wreaths, and throw © 
Your Country's: freedom to our mutual Fe! 

Infatuate Land from that deteſted dag 
Diſtracted Councils, and the thirſt of Sway, © 
Rapacions Avarice, Superſtition vile 


And all the Frenchman dictates in his guile, Tt 


- 


And radiant Liberty averts her fail ! 
They fly indignant the polluted plain, 5 
Where Truch is ſcorn'd and Mercy pleads in vain. 


! 


That ſhe does plead in-vain, th F witneſs bear, 
Accurſed Hour I—Oh ! darkeſt of the Year! 


That with Misfortune's deadlieſt venom fraught > 
To Tappan's Wall the gallant Andre brought, © 
Snar*d in her fatal Maze, and borne away | 


Oh 


[ a; 3] - 

Oh Waſhington ! I thought thee great and good, 
Nor knew thy Nero-thirſt of guiltleſs blood! 
Severe to uſe the pow'r that fortune gave, 

Thou cool determin'd Murderer of the Brave! 

Left to each fairer Virtue, that inſpires 
The genuine fervor of the Patriot fires! 

And You, the baſe Abettors of the doom, 

That ſunk his blooming honours in the tomb, 

Th' opprobrious tomb your harden*d hearts decreed, 
While all he aſk'd was as the Brave to bleed! N 
Nor other boon the glorious Youth implor'd 

Save the cold Mercy of the Warrior-Sword ! 

O dark, and pitileſs'! your impious hate 

O'er whelm'd the Hero if Me Ruffian's fate! 
Stopt with the * Felon- cord the roſy breath! __ 
And venom'd. with diſgrace the darts of Death! 


— 


Remorſeleſs Waſhington ! the day ſhall come 

Of deep repentance for this barb'rous doom! 
When 1njur'd Andre's memory ſhall inſpire 
A kindling Army with teſiſtleſs fire; 
Each falchion ſharpen that the Britons wield, 

And lead their fierceſt Lion to the field! 

Then, when each hope of thine ſhall ſet in night, 
When dubious dread and unavailing flight _ 
Impel your Hoſt, thy guilt-upbraided Soul | 
Shall with untouch'd the ſacred Life you ſtole! 
And when thy Heart appall'd and vanquiſh'd Pride 
Shall vainly aſk the mercy they deny'd, 


* Felen- cord. As I ſuffer in the defence of my Country, I 
% mult conſider this hour as the moſt glorious of my life. Re- 
„member that I die as becomes a Britiſh Officer, while the man- 
** ner of my death muſt reflect diſgrace on your commander,” 


See Major Andre's laſt words, inſerted in the General Evening 
Poſt, for Tueſday, November 14, 1760, | 


Wich 
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wi th horror ſhalt thou meet the fate they ga 1 BEI 
Nor Pity gh the darkneſs of thy grave. & 4255 


Fs LAKES #1 


Lefs cruel far than chan; on Illion? 'S plain 8. 38 | 
Achilles, raging for Patroclus ſlam ! Ty bn! 
When haplefs Priam bends the aged knee | 
To deprecate the Victors dire decree, _ 

The nobler Greek, in welting pity ſpares. | 

The lifeleſs Hector to his Father's Pray'rs, 

Fierce as he was ;— tis Cœuurds only know. 
Perf ſting A o'er a fallen Foe. 


— 
> 


15 | . 


But no entreaty bis the ſoft remorſe, 
Oh ! murder*d Andre |: for thy ſacred Core; * 
Vain were an Army's, vain its Leaders ſighs!— 
Damp in the Earth on Hudſon's ſhore it lies! 
Unſbrouded welters in the wint'ry Storm, 
And gluts the riot of the * Tappan: Worm! 
But Oh! its duſt, like Abel's 3 ſhall tiſe, 
And call for juſtice om. he rg y ies! 


3 


What tho? the Titus, ae We 1235 | 
To thy pale corſe each decent ritedeny'd ! 
Thy graceful limbs in no kind covert laid, 2 

| Nor with the Chriſtian- Requiem ſooth'd thy ſhade 7 
Vet on thy graſs- green Bier ſoft April- Show 8 

Shall earlieſt wake the ſweet ſpontaneous Flow'rs 

Bid the blue Hare-bell, and the Snow-Drop oe 
Hang their cold cup, and drop the pearly tear !. 

And oft, at penſive Eve's ambiguous gloom, 
Imperial en Ne o' er 55 1 + 


| D Tupfen. The "a where Major Andre was executed, | 
| Wie 
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With ſolemn ſtrains ſhall lull thy deep repoſe, 
And with his deathleſs Laurels ſhade thy brows ? - 


Lamented youth ! while with inverted ſpear 
The Britiſh Legions pour th? indignant tear! 
Round the dropt arm the * funeral ſcarfentwine, 
And in their hearts deep core thy worth enſhrine z 
While my weak Muſe, in fond attempt and vain, 
But feebly pours a periſhable ſtrain. 

Oh! ye diſtinguiſh'd few ! whoſe glowing lays 
Bright Phœbus kindles with his pureſt rays, 
Snatch from its radiant ſource the living fire, a 
And light with 1 Veſtal flame your ANDRE“ S 
HALLOW'D PYRE! 


Funeral. 1 —ur whale Army in America went into mourns 
ing for MajorAndre, a diſtinguiſh'd tribute to his merit, 


t Veſtal flame, The Veſtal fire was kept perpetually burning, 
and originally kindled from the rays of the Syn, 
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rScRIBED re 
JOHN HOWARD, ESG F. R.S. 
& The State f Engliſh | and Foreign Priſons.” 


By WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESC 


| | NR of Heaven, and friend of Earth ! 
| Philanthropy, benignant Power! 

| Whoſe ſons diſplay no doubtful worth; 

The pageant of the paſſing hour! 

Teach me to paint, in deathleſs ſong, 

Some darling from thy filial throng, 

| Whoſedeeds no party rage inſpire, . 

But fill th' agreeing world with one deſire, 

| To echo his renown, reſponſive to my lyre ! 


Ah! whither lead'ſt thou? —whence that ſigh? 
| What ſound of woe my boſom jars ! | - 
Why paſs, where Miſery's hollow eye 5 | 
Glares wildly thro? thoſe gloomy bars? , 
y 20 5 
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Is Virtue ſunk in theſe abodes, | 
Where keen Remorſe the heart corrodes ; 
Where Guilt's baſe blood with frenzy boils. 
And Blaſphemy the mournful icene embroils ?- 
From this infernal gloom my-ſhudd'ring ſoul recoils. 


But whence thoſe ſudden ſacred beams ? 

Oppreſſion drops his iron rod! 
And all the bright'ning dungeon ſeems 

To ſpeak the preſence of a God. 

Philanthropy's deſcending ray 

Diffuſes unexpected day ! 

Lovelieſt of angels !—at her ſide 

Her favourite votary ſtands :—her Engliſh pride, 

Thro Horror's manſions led by this celeſtial guide. 


f - Hail! generous Howard! tho? thou bear 
A name which Glory's hand ſublime 
Has blazon*d oft, with guardian care, 
In characters that fear not Time 
For thee ſhe fond ly ſpreads her wings; 
For thee from Paradiſe ſhe brings, hh 
More verdant than her laurel bough, : 
Such wreaths of ſacred Palm, as ne'er till now 
The ſmiling Seraph twin*d around a mortal brow. 


That Hero's * praiſe ſhall ever bloom, 
Who fhielded our inſulted coaſt; _ 
And launch'd his lizht*ning to conſume 
The proud Invader's ronted hoſt. | 
Brave perils rais*d his noble name: 
But thou deri v'ſt thy matchleſs fame 
From ſcenes where deadlier danger dwells; 
Where fierce Contagion, with afffight repels 
Valour's advent'rous ſtep from her malignant cells. f ä 


TCG 


* CHarLis Howard, Earl of Nottingham. 
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Where in the dungeon” s loathſome ſhades : nm nd A 


The ſpeechleſs Captiveclanks his chain, 

With heartleſs hope to raiſe that aid 

His feeble cries have call'd in vain: 

Thine eye his dumb complaint explores; $5 

Thy voice his parting breath reſtores 

Thy cares his ghaſtly viſage 1 : 
From death's chill dew, with many 2 clotted teat, | 
And to bis thankful ſoul ale > life endear. 


What precious Drug, or ſtron ger Charm, 
Thy conſtant fortitude inſpires. 7 
In ſcenes, whence, muttering her alarm, 


Med'cine ®, with ſelfiſh dread, retites? | nA 


Nor Charm, nor Drug diſpel thy fears:? -,; 
Temperance, thy better guard, appears : 
For thze | ſee her fondl 

Her cryttal cup from Mir 's pureſt rill; 
Chief nouriſher of life! beſt antidote of ill! 


I ſee the hallow'd ſhade of Hates + 
Who felt, like thee, for human woe, 
And taught the health-diffuſing gales 
Thro* Horror's murky cells to blow, 


X - As 


* Muſſabat tacito Medicina timore LUCRETIVUSo 


+ STzynen Hales, miniſter of Teddington : he died nt 


the age of 84, 1761; and has been juſtly called © An ornament 
to his profeflion, as a clergyman, and to his country as a philo- 
© ſopher.” I had the happineſs of knowing this excellent man, 
when | was very young; and well remember the warm glow of 
benevolence which uſed to animate his countenance, in relating 
the ſucceſs of his various projects for the benefit of mankind, I 
bave frequently hear: him dwell. with great pleaſure on the fortu- 
nate incident which led him to the diſcovery of his Vextilators 
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As thy proteQing angel wait; 
To ſave thee from the ſnares of . 
Commiſſion'd from the Eternal Throne: 
J hear him praiſe, in wonder's warmeſt tone, 
The virtues of wy heart, more active ne his. own. 


Thy ge foul ſu nplies new funds of hralih. 
That fail not in the trying hour, ak 
Above Arabia's ſpicy. wealth, 
And Pharmacy's reviving power. 

The tranſports of the generous mind, 
Feeling its bounty to mankind, 

Inſpirit every mortal part; 

And, far more potent than precarious art, | 
Give radiance to e and ph 55 to the heart. 


— 


Bleſt Ho wa RD !. he like thee can feel 
This vital ſpring in all its force? 

New ftar of philanthropic zeal ; 

Enlight'ning nations in thy eh A 

And ſhedding Comfort's heavenly dew 

On meagre Want's deſerted crew 

Friend to the wretch, whom friends diſclaim, 
Who feels ſtern Juſtice, in his famiſp'd frame, 
A TITS fend beneath an angel's name, 


£ 


a 
8: 


— 


to which I have allueded. He had ordered a new floor for one 
of his rooms; his carpenter not having prepared the work ſo ſoon 
as he expected, he thought the ſexſo®improper for laying down 
new boards, hen they were brought to his houie, and gave oi- 
ders for their being depoſited in his barn; from their accidents} 
poſition in that OE be his rn n of this uſeful + 


vention. 


| TE 
Authority! unfeeling power, | 
Whoſe iron heart can coldly doom 
The Debtor, dragg*d from pleaſure's bower, 
To ſicken in the dungeon's gloom ! | 
O might thy terror-ſtriking call, 
Profuſion's ſons alone enthrall ! | 
But thou can*ft Want with Gailt confound : 
Thy bonds the man of virtuous toil ſurround, | 
Driven by malicious Fate within thy dreary bound. 
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How ſavage are thy ſtern decrees ? 
Thy cruel miniſter I ſee 
A weak laborious victim ſeize, 
By worth entitled to be free! 
Behold, in the afflicting ſtrife, 
The faithful partner of his life, 
In vain thy ruthleſs ſervant court, 
To ſpare her little children's ſole ſupport, 
Whom this terrific form has frighten'd from their ſport, 


Nor weeps the only from the thought, 
Thoſe infants muſt no. longer ſhare 
His aid whoſe daily labour bought 
The pittance of their ſeanty - fare. 
The dee of the loathſome jail 
Her inly- bleeding heart aſſail: | 
E'en now her fears, from fondneſs bred, 
See the loſt partner of her faithful bed | 
Drop, in that murd'rous ſcene, his pale expiring head. 


Take comfort yet in theſe keen pains, 
Fond mourner ! check thy guſhing tears! 
The dungeon now no more contains 
Thoſe perils which thy fancy fears : 

No more Contagion's baleful breath 

Speaks it the hideous cave of Death; 
 Howa ws has planted ſafety there; 
Pure miniſter of light! his heavenly care 


Has purg'd the damp of Death from that polluted af 
1 Xx 2 His 
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His care e exulting Bai Tarn found Fo 

Here firſt diſplay*d, not here confin'd !_ 

No ſingle tract of earth could bound 

The active virtues of his ming. 
Jo all the lands, where'er the tear, 
That mourn'd the Priſoner's. wrongs ſevere, 
Sad Pity's gliſt'ning cheek impearl'd, 
Eager ke ſteer'd, with every fail unfurl'd, 
A t iend to every N a Patriot of the World! E 


— 


Ve nations thro? —_ las domain | 

Our flying ſons of joy have palt, 

By Pleaſure driven with loofen'd rein, 
Akoniſh? d that they flew ſo fat ! 

tow did the heart-1mproving fight 

Awake your wonder and delight, 

When, in her unexampled chace, 

Philanthropy outſtrip'd keen Pleaſure's pace, 
When with a warmer foul ſhe ran a nobler r race! 


— 


Where-e'er her generous eit went, 
Princes his ſupplicants became: 
He ſeem'd the enquiring angel, ſent 
To ſcrutinize their ſecret ſname . 
Captivity, where he appear'd, 
Her languid head with tranſport rear '4 3” 
And gazing on her godlike gueſt, 184 16> 
Like thoſe of old, whom ee 8 pure ſervant ble a 
ten by his ſhadow ſeem'd of demons diſ , 


Award her forei gn children cr Ys x 
Secing their-patron pals Hang $i 


* Tam credibly inform'd aber n Princes, ort leaſt per- 
ſons in authority, - requelted Mr. Howard not to publiſh a minute 
account of ſome priſons, wha: ee diſgrace on their govera- 


| ment. 


Fas. | | . fy O! who 


N e 
« O! who is he, whoſe daring eye 

« Can ſearch into our hidden wrong? 

c What monarch's Heaven- directed mind, - 

ce With royal bounty unconfin'd, | 

« Has tempted Freedom's ſon to ſhare 

« Theſe perils z ſearching with an angel's care 

« Each cell of dire Diſeaſe, each cavern of Deſpair !*” 


Nor yain ambition's reſtlefs fire, 

Nor ample power, that facred truſt! 

His life- diffuſing toils inſpire: 
Rous'd by no voice, ſave that whoſe cries 
Internal bid the ſoul ariſe „ 
From joys that only ſeem to bleſs, 
From low purſuits, which little minds poſſeſs, 
To Nature's nobleſt aim, the ſuccour of Diſtreſs} 


Taught by that God, in Mercy's robe, 
Who his celeſtial throne refign'd, ' — 
To free the priſon of the globe 
From vice, th opptetior of the mind! 
For thee, of miſery's rights hereſt, 
For thee, Captivity! he left 
Fair Fortune's lap, who far from coy, Lb 
Bade him with fiwiles his golden hours employ 
In her delicious bower, the hive Nene ul jy? 


No monarch's word, nor lucre's luft, 


— 4 a4 


While to thy. virtue's utmoſt ſcope 
I boldly ftrive my aim to raiſe 
As high as mortal hand may hope 
To ſhoot the glittering “ ſhaft of Praiſe; 
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: 1 
Says How ARD, ay! what may the Mate, e 


Whole melting eye thy merit views, ee ne). + 
W hat guerdon.may ber love deſign t 181220 
What may ſhe aſk for thee, from Power N 
Above The: rich rewards which are alread y thine. ? 


Sweet is "the j joy when Science flings 
Her light on philoſophic thought z 
When Genius, with keen ardour, . | 
To claſp the lovely truth he ſought : 
Sweet is the joy, when Rapture's fire . 
Flows from the ſpirit of the Urre 
When Liberty and Virtue 5 | 
Spring tides of fancy o'er the poet's ſoul, 
That watt his flying bark thro! ſeas above the pole. 


Sweet the delight when the- galld beart | 


Feels Confolation's lenient hand 


Bind up the wound from Fortune's dart 

With Friendſhip's life-ſupporting band! 

And ſweeter ſtill, and far above 

Theſe fainter joys, when pureſt Love 

The ſoul his willing captive keeps 

When he in bliſs the melting ſpirit ſteeps, 

Who drops delicious tears, and wonders that he weeps! 


But not the brighteſt j joy, which Arts, 
In floods of mental light, beſtow z 
Nor what firm Friendlhip's zeal inparts, 
Bleſt antidote of bittereit woe! 
Nor thoſe that Love's ſweet hours went, 
Can equal the ecſtatic fenſe, - 
When, ſwelling to a fond exceſs, 
IJ he grateful praiſes of reliev'd diſtreſs, 
| Re-echoed thro? the heart, the ſoul of money bleſs. 


Theſe tranſports, i in no common ſlate, _ 
Supremely pure, ſublimely ſtrong, | 
Above the reach of envious fate, 

Blett How xD ! theſe to thee belong: | 

: While 


. 


; 1 "DNF; 1 . 
While years encreafi ing o'er thee roll, 

Long may this ſunſhine of the ſoul 

New vigor to thy frame convey ! 

Its radiance thro* thy noon of life diſplay, 
And with ſereneſt light adorn thy cloſing 8 + 


And when the Power, who joys to fave, | 
Proclaims the guilt of earth forgiven z Fo Mt 
And calls the priſoners of the grave 
To all the liberty of Heaven: 

In that bright day, whoſe wonders blind 

The eye of the aſtoniſh'd mad; 

When life's glad angel ſhall reſum © | 
His ancient ſway, announce to Death his doom, 
And from exiſtence drive that tyrant of the tomb: 


In that bleſt —— when Seraphs fi ing 
The triumphs gain'd in human ſtrife; 
And to their new aſſociates bring 
The wreaths of everlaſting life > | 
May'ſt thou in Glory's hallow*d blaze, 
Approach the eternal fount of Praiſe, 
With thoſe who lead the angelic van, 
Thoſe pure adherents to our Saviout*s plan, 


Who 10 but to . the Miſeries of Maa ! 
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ORIENTAL ECLOGUES. 


1 1116 15 Lo ubs 40 kt. 
8 cene, A Haliey near Bagdat, 
Time, The Morning, 


VI Perſian maids, attend your poet's lays, + - 
And hear how ſhepherds paſs their golden days, 

Not all are bleſt, whom fortune's hand ſuſtains 

With wealth in courts, nor all that haunt the plains: 
Well may your hearts believe the truths I tell; 

Tris virtue makes the bliſs, where'er we dwell, 


Thus Selim ſung, by ſacred truth inſpir'd ; 
Nor praiſe, but ſuch as truth beſtow'd, deſir'd: 
Wye in himſelf, his meaning ſongs conveyd 
Informing morals to the ſhepherd maid 7 
Or taught the ſwains that ſureſt bliſs to find, 


What groves nor ſtreams bellow, a virtuous mind. 8 


When ſweet and bluſhing, like a virgin bride, 
The radiant morn refum'd her ortent pride, 

When wanton gales along the valleys play, 
Breathe on each ffower, and bear their ſweets away z 
By Tigris? wandering waves he fat, and ſung : 

This uſeful leſſon for the fair and young. 


Ye Perſian dames, he ſaid, to you belong, 
Well may they pleaſe, the morals of my ſong : 
No fairer maids, | truft than you are found, 
Grac'd with ſoft arts, the peopled world around“ 
The morn that lights you, to your loves ſupplies 
Each gentler ray delicious to your eyes: 


For 


. 


4 
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For you thoſe | flowers her fragran t hands beſtow, 


And yours the love that kings delight to know. - - 


Vet think not theſe, all beauteous as they are, 
The beſt kind bleſſings heaven can grant the fair! 


Who truſt alone in beauty's feeble ray, | 
Boaſt but the worth Baſſora's pearls diſplay z 
Drawn from the deep we own their ſurface bright, 


But, dark within, they drink no luſtrous light: 
Such are the.maids, and ſuch the charms they boaſt, 


By ſenſe unaided, or to virtue loſt, | 

Self- flattering ſex ! your hearts believe in vain 
That love ſhall blind, when once he fires the ſwain; 
Or hope a lover by your faults to win, | 

As ſpots on ermin beautify the ſkin : 

Who ſeeks fecure to rule, be firſt her care 

Each ſofter virtue that adorns the fair; 

Each tender paſſion man delights to find, 

The lov'd perfections of a female mind! 


Bleſt were the days, when Wiſdom held her reign, 


And ſhepherds ſought her on the ſilent plain ; 


With T ruth ſhe wedded 1n the ſecret grove, 
Immortal Truth, and daughters bleſs'd their loye, 


O haſte, fair maids! ye Virtues come away, 
Sweet Peace and Plenty lead you on your way! 
The balmy ſhrub, for you ſhall love our ſhore, 
By Ind excell'd or Araby no more, pe 


L“oſt to our fields, for fo the fates ordain, 
The dear deſerters ſhall teturn again 
Come thou whoſe thoughts as limpid ſprings are clear, 


5 


To lead the train, ſweet Modeſty appear: 
Here make thy court amidft our rural ſcene, | 
And ſhepherd-girls ſhall own thee for their queen, 
With thee be Chaſtity, of all afraid, | 


Diſtruſting all, a wiſe ſuſpicious maid z 
But man the moſt — not more the mountain doe 


Holds che ſwift falcon for her deadly toe, 


Cald 


"1 
Cold is her breaſt, like flowers that drink the dew yz — 
A ſilken veil conceals her from the view, | 

No wild deſires amidſt thy train be known, 

But Faith, whoſe. heart is fix*d on one alone: 
Deſponding Meekneſs, with her down-caſt eyes, 

And friendly Pity, full of tender ſighs z 

And Love the laſt : by theſe your hearts approve, 
Theſe are the virtues that mult lad to love, 


Thus ſung the ſwain : and ancient legends fav, 0 
The maids of Bagdat verified the laß: ON 
Dear to the plains, the Virtues came along, 
The ſhepherds lov'd, and Selim bleſs*d his ſong, 
£ | | | FF | vw | 
E COIL RY OW 6s 
HASSAN 5 OR, THE CAMEL<DRIVE R. 
9 Scenes the Deſert, 
Time, mid-day. 


| N filent horror o'er the boundleſs waſte 

The driver Haſſan with his camels paſt : 

One cruiſe of water on his back he bore, _ 

| And his Tight ſcrip contain'd a ſcanty ſtore, 

A fan of painted feathers in his hand. 

To guard his ſhaded face from ſcorching ſand. 

The ſultry ſun had gain'd the middle ſky, 

And not a tree and not an herb was nigh; | 

The beaſts, with pain, their duſty way purſue, _ 

Shrill roar'd the winds, and dreary was the view! 
With deſperate ſorrow wild, th? affrighted man | 

Thrice ſigh'd, thrice ftruck his breaſt, and thus began: 
„Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz? walls I bent my way!“ 
Ah!] little thought I of the blaſting wind, 

The thirſt or pinching hunger that I find ! 

Bethink thee, Haſſan, where ſbal! chirſt aſſuage, 

When fails this cruiſe, his unrelenting tage? a 

7 o00n 
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Soon ſhall this ſcrip its precious load reſign ; . 
Then what but tears and hunger ſhall be thine? 


Ye mute companions. of my toils, that bear 
In all my griefs a more than equal ſhare ! | 
Here, where no ſprings in murmurs break away, 
Or moſs-crown*d fountains mitigate the day, 
In vain ye hope the green delights to know, dh 
Which plains more bleſt, or verdant vales beſtow : 
Here rocks alone, and taſteleſs ſands are found, 
And faint and ſickly winds for ever howl around. 

« Sad was the hour, and Iuckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way 1” | 


Curſt be the gold and ſilver which perſuade 
Weak men to follow far: fatiguing trade! 
The lilly peace outſhines the ſilver ſtore, 

And life is dearer than the golden ore: 
Yet money tempts us o“er the deſert brown, 
To every diſtant mart and wealthy town. 

Full oft we tempt the land, and oft the ſea: 
And are we only yet repaid by thee ? 

Ah ! why was ruin ſo attractive made, 

Or why God man ſo eaſily berray'd? _ 
Why heed we not, while mad we haſte along, 


Ihe gentle voice of peace or pleaſure's ſong, 


Or wherefore think the flowery mountain's ſide, 


The fountain's murmurs, and the valley's pride, 1 


Why think we theſe leſs pleaſing to behold, 

Than dreary deſerts, if they lead to gold? | 
Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
When firſt from Schiraz' walls I bent my way !” 


DO ceaſe, my fears !—all frantic as I go, 

When thought creates unnumbered ſcenes of woe, 
What if the lion in his rage I meet !— 5 
Oft in the duſt 1 view his printed feet: 

And fearful !- oft, when day's declining light, 
_ Yields her pale empire to the mourner night, 


© {Dy 
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By hunger rous'd, he ſcours the groaning plain, 
Gaunt wolves and ſullen tygers in his train: 
Before them death with ſhrieks directs their way, 
Fills the wild yell, and leads them to their prey. 
« Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
«« When tuft from Schicaz' walls I bent my way !”? 


At that dead hour the ſilent aſp ſhall creep, 
If aught of reſt I find, upon my ſleep : | 
Or ſome ſwoln ſerpent twiſt his ſcales around, 
And wake to anguiſh with a burning wound. 
Thrice happy they, the wiſe contented poor, 
From luſt of wealth, and dread of death ſecure ! 
They tempt no deſerts, and no griefs they find; 
Peace rules the day, where reaſon rules the mind. 
„ Sad was the hour, and luckleſs was the day, 
«© When firſt from Schiraz* walls I bent my way!“ 


O hapleſs youth ! for ſhe thy love hath won, 
The tender Zara will be moſt undone ! 5 
Big ſwell'd my heart, and own'd the powerful maid, 
When faſt the dropt her tears, as thus ſhe ſaid : © 
« Farewell the youth whom ſighs could not detain, 
«« Whom Zara's breaking heart implor'd in vain ! 
% Yet as thou go'ſt, may every blaſt ariſe 
« Weak and unfelt as theſe rejected ſighs ! 
0 Safe o'er the wild, no perils may'ſt thou fee, 
«© No griefs endure, nor weep, falſe youth, like me.“ 
O let me ſafely to the fair return, 5 | 
Say with a kiſs, ſhe muſt not, ſhall not mourn ; 
O!] let me teach my heart to loſe its fears, 
Recall'd by Wiſdom's voice and Zara's tears. 


He ſaid, and call'd on heaven to bleſs the day, 
When back to Schiraz' walls he beat his way. 


1 ECLOGUE 


2 
r LOOUR III. 


ABRA; on, THE GEORGIAN SULTAN A, 


— 


; Scene 4 Forep. 
TIME THE EVENING, A 


N Georgia s land, where Tefflis- towers are ſeen, 
E diſtant view along the level green, 
While evening dews enrich the glittering glade, 
And the tall foreſts caſt a longer ſhade, 


What time *tis ſweet o'er fields of rice to ity, Ef 


Or ſcent the breathing maize at my day 
Amidſt the maids of Zagen's peacefu grove, 
Emyra ſung the pleaſing cares of love. 


Of Abra firſt began the tender ftrain, 
Who led her youth with flocks upon the plain: 
At morn the came thoſe willing flocks to lead, 
Where lillies rear them in the watery mead 3 
From early dawn the live-long hours fhe told, 
„Pill latent filent eve ſhe penn'd the fold. 
Deep in the grove, beneath the fecret ſhade, 
A various wreath of odorous flowers the made: 
* Gay motley*d pinks and fweet jonquils ſhe choſe, 
'The vighet blue that on the moſs-bank grows ; 
All-ſweet to ſenſe, the flaunting roſe was there : 
The finifh*d chaplet well-adorn'd her hair. 


Great Abbas chanc'd that fated morn to ſtray, 
- By love conducted from the chace away; 
Among the vocal vales he heard her ſong, 


And ſought the vales and echoing groves among : 


That theſe flowers are found in very great abundance in ſome 
of the provinces of Perſia, ſee the modern hiftory of Mr. Salmon. 


r 
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At length he found, and woo'd the rural maid ; 
She knew the monarch, and with fear obey'd. 
«© Be every youth like royal Abbas mov'd, 
% And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd!“ X 
The royal lover bore her from the plain; as 
Yet ſtill her crook and bleating floek remain * 
Oft as ſhe went, ſhe backward turn'd her view, 
And bade that crook and bleating flock adieu, 
Fair happy maid ! to other ſcenes remove, 
To richer ſcenes of golien power and love! 
Go leave the ſimple pipe, and ſhepherd's ftrain g 
With love delight thee, and with Abbas reign. | 
„ Be every youth like royal Abbas 10 
6 Be every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd !“ 


Vet midſt the blaze of courts ſhe fix*d her love 
On the cool fountain, or the ſhady grove ; 
Still with the ſhepherd's innocence her mind 
To the ſweet vale, and flowery mead inclin'd 
And oft as ſpring renew'd the plains with flow'rs, 
Breath*d his ſoft gales, and led the fragrant hours, 
With ſure return ſhe ſought the ſylvan ſcene, 
The breezy mountains, and the foreſts green, 
Her maids around her mov'd, a duteous band! 
Each bore a crook all rural in her hand: _ 
Some ſimple lay, of flocks and herds they ſung z 
With joy the mountain, and the foreſt rung. 

«© Be every youth like royal Abbas moy'd, 

& And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd l“ 


4 


And oft the royal lover left the care 
And thorns of ſtate, attendant on the fair; 
Oft to the ſhades and low-roof*d cots retit'd, 
Or ſought the vale where firſt his heart was fir'd: 
Arufſet mantle, like a ſwain, he wore, 
And thought of crowns and buſy courts no more, 
6 Be every youth like royal Abbas mov*d, _ 
« And every Georgian maid like Abra lov'd '“ | 
N 3 b 


qt 


| | [ 24 1 { i 
Bleſt was the life, that royal Abbas led: 

Sweet 'was his love and innocent his bed. 

What if in wealth the noble maid excel; 

The fimple ſhepherd girl can love as well. 

Let thoſe who rule on Perſia's jewell'd throne, 

Be fam'd for love, and gentleſt love alone: 

Or wreathe, like Abbas, full of fair renow-, 

The lover's myrtle with the warrior's crown. 

O happy days! the maids around her ſay 

© bafte, profuſe of bleſſings, haſte away 
Be every youth, like royal Abbas, moved; 
* And every Georgian maid, like Abra, lov'd!““ 


Cloe eb wi. 


AGIB AND SECANDER3 OR, THE FUGLTIVES, 
Scene, A Mountain in Circaſſia. 
Time, Midnight. 


Is fair Circaſſia, where, to love inclin'd, | 
Each ſwain was bleſt, for every maid was kind, 
At that ſtill hour, when awful midnight reigns, 
And none, but wretches haunt the twilight plains z 
What time the moon had hung her lamp on high, 
And paſt in radiance thro? the cloudlefs ſky 

Sad o'er the dews, two brother ſhepherds fled, 
Where wilgering fear and deſperate ſorrow led: 
Faſt as'they preit their flight, behind them lay 
Wide ravag'd plains, and vallies ſtole away, 
Along the mountain's bending ſides they ran, 

„Fill faintand weak Secander thus began: 


SECANDER. 
O ſtay thee, Agib, for my feet deny, 
No longer friendly to my life, to fly. 


jend of my heart, O turn thee and ſurvey, 
Trace our fad flight thro? all its length of way! 


Ant 
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And firſt review that long - extended plain, 
Ang yon wide groves, already paſt with pain! 


Yon ragged cliff, whoſe dangerous path we tried! 


And laſt this lofty: mountain's weary fide !- 
Asti. 


Weak as thou art, yet hapleſs muſt thou know- 
The toils of flight, or ſome ſeverer woe! 
Still as I haſte, the Tartar ſhouts behind, 
And ſtrieks and ſorrows load the ſaddening wind: 
In rage of heart, with ruin in his hand, 
He blaſts our harveſts, and deforms our land. 
Von citron grove, whence firſt in fear we came, 
Droops its fair honours to the conquering flame: 
Far fly the ſwains, like us, in deep deſpair, 
And leave to ruffian bands their fleecy care. 


SECANDER: 


* Unhappy land; whoſe bleſſings tempt the ſword, . 
In vain, unheard, thou call'ſt thy Perſian lord! 
In yain thou court'ſt him, helpleſs to thine aid, 
To ſhield the thepherd, and proted the maid ! 
Far off, in thoughtleſs indolence reſign'd, 
Soft dreams of love and pleaſure ſooth his mind. 
Midſt fair ſultanas loſt in idle joy, 5 
No wars alarm him, and no fears annoy. 


f n 


Vet theſe green hills in ſummer's ſultry heat, 
Have lent the monarch oft a cool retreat. 
Sweet to the ſight is Zabran's flow'ry plain, 
And once by maids and ſhepherds lov'd in vain! 
No more the virgins ſhall delight to rove 
By Sargis' banks, or Irwan's ſhady grove; 
On Tarkie's mountain catch the cooling gale, 
Or breathe the ſweets of Aly's flowery vale : 
Fair ſcenes ! but ah ! no more with peace poſſeſt. 
With caſe alluring and with plenty bleſt. 
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No more the ſhepherd's whitening tents appear. Ein bn! 
Nor the kind produQts of a bounteous year: 
No more the date, with ſnowy bloſfoms crv wn'd 8 at”? 
But ruin ſpreads her baleful fires around. 4 


SECANDER, 


"A vain Circafſia boaſts her ſpicy groves, 
For ever fam'd for pure and happy loves: 
In vain ſhe beaſts her faireſt of the fair, 
Their eye's blue languifh, and their golden aſe! 
Thoſe eyes in tears their fruitleſs grief muſt ſends 
Thoſe hairs the Tartar's cruel hand ſhall rend. | 


Acis. 


Ve Georgian ſwaine, that a learn from far 

Circaſlia's ruin, and the waſte of war; 

Some weightier arms than crooks and ſtaffs prepare, 
To ſhield your harveſts, and defend your fair : 

The Turk and Tartar like deſigns purſue, 
Fix'd to deſtroy, and ſtedfaſt to undo. 
Wild as his land, in native deſerts bred, 

By luft incited, or by. malice led, 

The villain Arab, as he prowls for prey, 

Oft marks with blood and wafling flames the WHT & 
Yet none ſo cruel as the Tartar foe, 
To death inur'd, and nurſt in ſcenes of woe. 


He ſaid; when loud along the vale was heard 
A ſhriller brick, ard nearer fires appear'd: 
"Th? affrighted ſhepherds thro? the dews of night, 
Wide o'er the moon-l1 ght bills renew's their ebe. 


o DES 


ODES, DESCRIPTIVE AN ALL ECD RIC AT. | 


ODE TO PITY. 


| O Thou, the friend of man afl. ig d, 


With balmy hands his wounds to bind, FE. Fad EN 


And charm his frantic woe: | 
When firſt Diſtreſs, with dagger keen, 
Broke forth to waſte his deſtin'd ſcene, _ 

His wild unſated foe ! 

* 


By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 
By all the griefs his thought could frame, 
Receive my humble rite : 
Long, Pity, let the nattons view 
Thy ſky- worn robes of tendereſt blue, 


And eyes of dewy light! _ | 2 


But wherefore need I wander wide 
To old llifſus' diſtant fide, 
Deſerted ſtream, and mute? 
Wild Arun þ too has heard thy ſtrains, 
And Echo, midſt my native plains, 
Been ſooth'd by pity's lute, 


There firſt the wien thy myrtles ned 

On gentleſt Otway's infant head, 

To him thy cell was ſhewn ; 

And while he ſung the female heart, | 
With youth's ſoft notes unſpoil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. * | 


Come, Pity, come, by fancy's aid, 

Ev n now my thoughts, relenting maid, 
Thy temple's pride defign : 

Its * ſite its truth compleat 


A River in Suffers 


Shall | 


oth 
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| Shatt N A a wild enthuſfaft heat, 


In all who view the ſhrine, 


There Pidure's toil ſhatt welt fre; 

How chance, or hard involving fate 
Oe'r mortal bliſs prevail: 

The buſkin'd Muſe ſhall near her and; 

And ſighing prompt her tender hand, 
With each diſaſtrous tale. 0 af 


There let me oft, retir?d by dh. 

In dreams of paſſion melt away, - 
Allow'd with thee to dwell: 
There waſte the mournful lamp of night; 
Till, Virgin, thou again delight 

To hear a Both ſhell ! . 


e DE TOF E A R. 


N. | 
Hou, to whom the world unknown: 

With all its ſhadowy ſhapes is ſhewn';. 
Who ſeeſt appall'd th" unreal — 
While Fancy lifts the veil between: 

Ah Fear! ah frantic Fear 

I fee, I fee thee near.. 
I know thy hurried ſtep, thy haggard eye! r 
Like thee I-ſtarr, Iike thee diſorder'd fly, 
For, lo what monſters in thy train appear! 
Danger, whoſe limbs of giant mold 
What mortal eye can fix d behold ? 
Who ſtalk's his round an hideous form, , 
Howling amidſt the midnight ſtorm, 


Or throws him on the ridgy ſteep 


Of ſome looſe hanging rock to ſſeep: 

And with him nnd pbantoms join d. 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind: 
And thoſe, the flends, who near allied, 

O'er Nature's wounds, and wrecks preſide 1 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 

Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 


0 
5 


[ag 1 
On whom that ravening Brood of fate, 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait; 


Who, Fear, this ghaſtly train can ſee, 
And look not madiy wild, like thee ? 


Er o D es. | 


In earlieſt Greece, to thee with partial choice, 
The grief-full Mute addreſt her infant congue 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice 
Silent and pale in wild amazement hung. 


Yet he, the Bard 1 who firſt invok'd thy name, 
Diſdain'd in Marathon its power to Rel; 
For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 
But reach d from Virtue's hand the patriot? s ſteel, 


But who is he, whom later garlands grace, 
Who left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove, 
With trembling eyes thy dreary ſteps to trace, 


Where thou and Furies ſhar*d the baleful ne 


Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th* inceſtuous Queen * 
Sigh'd the ſad call her ſon and huſband heard, , 
When once alone it broke the filent ſcene; _ 

And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear d. 


O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart, 


Thy withering power inſpir'd each mournful line, 2 


Tho? gentle Pity claim'd her mingled part, 
Yet all the thunders of the ſcene are thine ? 


AnTISTROPHE, Et 


Thou who ſuch weary lengths haft paſt, 
Where wilt thou reft, mad nymph, at laſt? 
Say, wilt thou ſhroud in haunted cell, 
Where gloomy Rape and Murder dwell ? 


| 1 Kbepto. 


Jocaſis. 
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Or in ſome hollow'd feat, , 
?Gainft which the big waves beat, 
Hear drowning ſeamens cries in tempeſts brought! 
Dark power, with ſhuddering meek ſubmitted thought, 
Be mine, to read the viſions old, | ns 
Which thy awakening bards have told : 
And, left thou meet my blaſted view, 
Hold each ſtrange tale devoutly true 
\Ne*er be I found, by thee o*%r aw'd, 
In that thrice hallow'd eve abroad, 
When ghoſts, as cottage-maids believe, 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave, 
And goblins haunt from fire or fen, 
Or mine, or flood the walks of men! 


O thou whoſe ſpirit moſt poſſeſt 
The ſacred ſeat of Shakeſpear's breaſt! | # 
By all that from thy prophet broke, - 
In thy divine emotions Poke 1 
Hither again thy fury deal, 

Teach me but ance like him to feel: 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee! 


ODE TO SIMPLICITY. 


O Thou by Nature taught, 

To breathe her genuine thought, ; 

In numbers warmly pure, and ſweetly ſtrong: 
Who firſt on mountains wild, 

In Fancy, lovelieſt child, 


Thy babe, and Pleafure's, nurs'd the powers of ſang} 
Thou, who with hermit heart FOR rt | 
Diſdain'ſt the wealth of art. 
And gauds, the pageant weeds, and trailing pall : 
But com'ſt a decent maid, 
In Attic robe arr 


ay'd, TT 
O chaſte, unboaſtful nymph, to thee I call! 
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By all the honey'd ſtore 
On Hybla's thymy ſhore, | 
Buy all her blooms, and mingled murmurs det, 
By her, whoſe love-lorn woe, + | > 
In evening muſings flow, 


Sooth'd ſweetly. ſad Electra's poet's: car: ; 


By old Cephiſus deep, 
Who ſpread his wavy fweep 
In warbled wanderings round thy green e 
On whoſe enamel'd ſide, 
When holy Free dom died, : 
No equal haunt allur'd thy fucure feet, 


O ſiſter meek of Truth, 
To my admiring youth, 

Thy ſober aid and native charms infuſe, 
The flowers that ſweeteſt breathe, 
Tho' beauty cull'd the wreath, 

Still aſk thy hand to range their order'd hues, 


While Rome could none eſteem, 
But virtue*s patriot theme, 
You lov'd her hills, and led ker laureate band : 
But ſtaĩd to ſing alone 
To one diſtinguiſh'd throne, 
And turn d thy face, and fled her alter'd land. 


No more, in hall or bower, 
The paſſions own thy power, 
Love, only love her forceleſs nambers mean : * 
For thou haſt left her ſhrine, 
Nor olive more, nor vine, 


Shall gain thy feet to bleſs the ſervile ſcene. 


Tho' taſte, tho? genius bleſs 5 

To ſome diviae exceſs, „ 
Faint's the cold work till thou inſpire the whole; 

What each, what all ſupply, | | 

May court, may charm our eve, * 


Thou, only thou canꝰſt raiſe the melting ſoul ! 4 1 
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ET: Of theſe let others aſk, ; . 
To aid ſome mighty taſk, 
I only ſeek ro find thy temperate vale: 
Where oftmy reed might ſound 
To maids and ſhepherds round, ea 
And all thy ſons, O Nature, learn my tale. 


* i : : 1 # ; : : 
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S once, if not with light regard, 
] read aright that gifted Bard, | 
(Him whoſe ſchool above the reſt 
His lovelieſt Elin queen has bleſt} | 

One, only one, unrival'd fair “, 
Might hope the Magic girdle wear, 

At ſolemn turney hung on high, 
The wiſh of each love-darting eye; 


Lo.! to each other nymph in turn applied, 
As if, in air unſeen, ſome hovering hand, 
Some chaſte and angel-friend to virgin-fame, | 
With whiſper'd ſpell had burſt the ſtarting band, 
Ii left unbleft her loath'd diſnonour'd fide ; & 
Happier hopeleſs fair if, never 
Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touch'd that fatal zone to her denied ! 
Young Fancy thus, to me divineſt name, 
Io whom prepar'd and bath'd in heaven 
The ceſt of ampleſt power is given, 
To few the god-like gift aſſigns, | 
To gird their bleſt prophetic loins, 
And gaze her viſions wild, and feel unmix'd her flame. 
The band as fairy legends ſay, 3 
Was wove on that creating day, : 
W hen he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Von tented ſky, this laughing earth, 


\ 


0 Florimel. See Spenſer Leg. 4th. 
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And dreſt wich ſprings, and | foreſts tal, Io tb woe | 
And pour'd the main engirting all, WT ir leet 
Long by the loy*'d Enthuſiaſt woo'd, [2/6 N e e 


Himſelf in ſome diviner moo e. 
Retiring, fate with her alone 
And pla ac'd her on his ſaphire throne, ; G1 
The whiles, the a ſhrine around, l mort 
Seraphi&- wires: were heard 90 ages: 207 n m di 


Now ſublimeſt triumph ſwelling. | vr 10 35 3 of 
Now on love and męrey dwellingg W 24 ent 
And ſhe, from out the reiling cloud, > £60} off. 7.0] | 
Breath'd her magic notes aloud:: | | HH lint 


And thou, thou rich-baird eg of bor, r e 
And all thy ſubje& life was born Fl 142-14) 
The dangerous paſſions kept, aloof, 

Far from the fainted growing woo 1 

But near it ſate ecſtatic Wonder 
Liſtening the deep applauding t thunder ; [ee os 
And Truth, in ſunny veſt array'd, = L 
By whoſe the Tarſol's eyes were made 5 AR 3 
All the ſhadowy tribes of Mind, 

In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 

And all the bright uncounted Powers, 
Who feed on heaven's ambroſial flowers. 
Where is the Bard, whoſe ſoul can no- 

Its kigh preſuming hopes avow ? | 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him defigu d 855 jg | 


Hig h on ſome cliff, to heaven up- pild 

Of obs acceſs, of proſpeRt wild, . 1 nb 
Where, tangled round the jealous ſteep, 

Strange ſhades o*erbrow' the vallies deep, 

And holy Genii guard the rock, 

Its glooms embrown, its ſprings 'unlock, 

While on its rich ambitious head, | Hap ni, 
An Eden, like his Pe: lies pred. 5 
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I view that oak, the fancied PS "5b bn 
By which as Milton lay, his evening eat * way Le: þ 
From many a cloud that dropt etherial dee, 270. | 
Nigh ſpher'd in heaven its native ſtrains could e 5 
On which that antient trump he en en hung > 3.24 
Thither oft his glory greeting, | i 
From Waller's myrtle ſhades retreating, ali 58 
With many a vow from Hope's aſpiring g ronguey Ass 
My tremblin feet his guiding ſteps puffus; 100 
In vain- uch bliſs tb one lon Wh BOK 51 no Wop, 
Ofall the ſons: of fouÞwas knowuinʒj 
And Heaven, and Fancy kindred' powers, 1] 
Have now. o*erturn'dith? inf Ting bowers, 5 
Or curtain'd cloſe fache kom every future view. 
— 7 E, 1 f 21. 5 #53 1 
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Ow leep the brave, who. fink. to reſt, 
By all their country's wiſhes bleſt ! N 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, Py Res 
Returns to deck their hallow*d mold, _ 
She there ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod, 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. 
By fairy hands their knell is rung 
By forms unſeen their dirge i 18 Mk 5 1 
There Honour comes a pilgrim grey, 
To bleſs the turf that Wraps their clay, 
And Freedom ſhall ar while repair, 
To dwell a weeping mr En 1 


0 D 10. MERCY. 


\ STRorAE, 


RF. 


Thou, who 3 de | =: 
By Valour's arm'd and awful fide, 
Gent leit of ſk y-born forms, and beſt ador d: 


Who 


| [257 ] 
Who oft with ſongs, divine to hear, | 
Win'ſt from his fatal graſp che ſpea rr, 
And hid*ſt in wreaths of owes his: bloodleſs ſword = 
Thou who, amidſt the deathfuF field, 1 0 s FE 
By godlike chiefs alone beheld; 221 giv 5 . LEY 
Ofc with thy [boſom bare! a art found, 1013 2 Bl. #5 "hs af 2 
Pleading 70% him the youth: who Raths ground 
See, Mere y, ſee, with pure and loaded hands, 
Before thy ſhrine my country's genius ſtands, | 101 4 
And deen thy altar ſtill, tho? | piere'd with AY a ound! 
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When he whom even out jo 8. provoke, bes ren ing Tee 
The Fiend of Nature 10 Fo PE 
And ruſh'd in wrath to mate vurife his go 1155 1 
Thy form, from out thy ſweet ab 0d N RY 
O'ertook him on his blaſted road,” N 
And ftop'd his wheels, and look'd his rage away. 
J ſee recoil his ſable ſteeds 
That bore him ſwift to Karge deeds, 
Thy tender melting eyes they own 
O Maid, tor all thy love to Britain 9 8 
Where Juſtice bars her iron tower r. 7 
To thee we build a toſeate bower, i 
Thou, thou ſhalt rule a e ond; ſhare our md= 
narch*s throne ET | 
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ODE To. LIBERTY. 9 
dot by 1 28519 % % tf 
nee, ; 
HO ſhall awake the Spartan ff, TY jos 1,462 kr b 
And call in ſolemn founds to life, 4 0 1 ; 2c 12 i 8 
The youths whoſe locks divinely ipreading. ” „„ 

Like vernal hyacinths in ſullen ue. * i 


At once the breath of fear and virtue ſhedding, bh þ 
Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view? 
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What new n fancy bleſt, PE FEW 
Shall ſing the ſword, in myriles dreſl;\ n 

At Wiſdom's ſhrine, a-while its flame concealing Wes 
(What place ſo fit to ſeal, a deed renownd,?). - ET”. 

Till the her brighteſt lightniogs. round. meveatings. Fon 
It leap*d in glory forth; and dealt her prompt wound? 10 

' U,Gogdels,. in that feeling r 115 
When moſt its ſounds would cout thy ears, n ETTT 
Let not my ſhell's miſguided — 1 ow 

. er, draw. thy ſad, thy mindfo] * 
No, Freedom, no, I will not tell, | 
How Rome before thy weeping face, . 5 
With heavieſt ſound, a glant>ſtatue, 85 r 
Puſh'd by a wild and artleſß |; IG l 
From off its wide ambitious 1. SAY . 
When Time his northern ſo ſpoil 1 POLE” 4 | 

And all the blehded A, y # rength and grace, © 
With many a'rude repeated firoke, _ * 
a And many a barbarous ger to ee broke. 


Ero. 
+ i VA 1 hos he . 
V# A. 6 2. 54+ FER > Pc 10 CHF; 


vet even, 1 er the _ FRY te. Fallon 
Th' admiring world thy band rever'd ; . 
Still, midſt the ſcatter d ſtates atound, 
Some remnants of her ſtrength were found ; 
They ſaw, by what eſcap'd the ſtorm, | 
How wonderous roſe her perfect form; 
How in the great, the labour'd whole, 
Fach mighty Maſter pour'd his ſoul! 3 
For ſunny Florence, ſeat of art. 
Beneath, their vines preſery'd a part, F 
Till they, whom Science lov'd to name, 
(O who could fear it ?) quench'd her flame, 
And lo, an humbler relic laid MOM. 
In jealous Piſa's olive ſhade ! 5 ws | 5 
See ſmall Marino Joins the theme, 


'Tho? leaft, not laſt in thy eſteem; 3 
au Strike, 


4 


_ILag] 

Strike, louder ſtrike thᷣ ennobling ſtringss 550 T 
To thoſe, whoſe merchant ſohs wete on 5 1 was 
To him, who, deck d with f eee Fd: 831.94 
In Adria weds his green- Hair d bride 5: i 
Hail port of glory, wealth, and pleaſure, | 

Neꝰer let me change this ee 

Nor e' er her former pride ter, d ond ele nts 
To ſad Liguria*s bleeding ſtate. aka d 21 e 117” 
Ah no — pleas d the 8 of bite 85% 
On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak > 2 Bar 
(Where, when the favour'd of thy choioe, | b 3s tg ai 
The daring archer heard thy voice; 
Forth from his eyrie, rous'd in dread; 120 

The ravening- Eagle northward- ged.) SHONOD 5 

Or dwell in willow'd meads more near, . 

With thoſe * to whom thy Stork is == C3; 10 2114 


Thoſe whom the rod of: Alva bruis'd, 1 gait 
Whoſe crown a Britiſh queen tefus*d bn: 945 91817 
The magic works, thou feel'ſt the lie, ee e 
One holier name alone remain n 308 x 


The perfect ſpelt ſhall then avail, 
Hail N Imfh⸗ e by Bricain, * 1 


; | WI WT 4 
Aurierzers- 8 
Mig 3 0 1 FINS 
l the meaſure vaſt of 3 ght, e 


Tha works, the wizzard Time 1— wrought ! 5 


o * 
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The Dutch, Say whom thers are very Wee penalties for 
thoſe-who are convicted of killing this bira. They are kept tame in 
almoſt all their towns, and particularly at the Hague, ofthe arms 
of which they make a part, The common people of Holland ae 
ſaid to entertain a ſuperſtitious ſentiment; that if the "whole ſpe- 
cies gh them build become extia, . ſhould loſe tet libertizee 


* 


23 e - | "The: 


FE & 
"The "FA is beldlof antique ftory/ 1 19600! o £1236 
Saw Britain linkid tos hs now adverfe Rand 00 
No ſea between; nor cliff ſublime and _ „ 
He paſs'd with unwet feet thro” all our land. Kal 
To the blown Baltic then, they ſay, 400 115 
Ihe wild waves found another „ 1 
Where Orcas howls his wolfiſh mountains rounding. * 7 
Till all the banded weſt at once gan tiſe, tor 
A wide wild ſtorm even Nature's ſelf: e | 
Withering her giant ſons with ſtrange ne frprie, 
This pillar'd earth ſo firm and wide, 
By winds and inward labours ton, 
In thunders dread was puth'd afide,, 
And downthe ſhoulderingbillows borne; yg 7. 
And ſee, like gems her laughing train, n 3h 
Ihe little iſles on every fide, 1 68 © 
Mona * once hid from:thoſe who ſearch the man, 
Where thouſand Elfin ſhapes abides 1th 1 
And Wight who checks the weſtering tide, 5 19.1 
For thee conſenting heaven has — beſtow'd, oY 
A fair attendant an her ſovereign pride: l 
Io thee this bleſt divorce ſhe o-wd, 18 
” For thou haſt made her vales thy lov'd, thy lad abode 1 


Stco nd rob. 


| T hen too, *tis ſaid, an hoary pile, EE 1 
Midſt che 88 navel of Gur es. BR x 1 T 


+ This tradition is 3 by ſeveral of our old hiſtorians. 
Some naturaliſts too have endeavoured to ſupport the probability of 
the fact, by arguments drawn from the correſpondent diſpoſition of 
the two oppoſite coaſts. 1 don't remember chat any alas ww. 
- How. been HURST: erat Moro bc re bagmo) 

* There is 2 tradition in the ige of Man, aun 1 bes 
coming enamoured of a, young man of extraordinary, beauty, took 
an opportunity of meeting him one day as he walked on the ſhore, 
and opened her paſſion to him, dut was received with a coliineſs, 
occaſioned 


"77-208 1 


Thy ſhrine in ſome religious wood. 
O (oul-enforcing Goddefs, ftood ! + 4 1-14 680-741 
There oft the painted native's feet 
Were wont thy form oeleſtial meet: 197 2 
Tho' now with hopeleſs toil we trace © oh 
Time's backward rolls, to find: its place 1 
Whether the fier y-treſfed: Dane, 
Or Roman's ſelf o' erturnd the fane, 
Or in what heaven left age it fell, 

were hard fo modern ſong to tell. 

Ver ſtill, if truth thoſe beams infuſe, 
Which guide at once, and charm the Maſe, | 
Beyond yon braided clouds that lie, ta 
Paving the light-embroider*d ſky: 8 e 
Amidſt the bright pavilion'd plains, 
The beauteous Model ſtill remains. 
There happier than in iſlands bleſt, 

Or bowers by Spring or Hebe dreft, 
The chiefs who fill our Albion's ſtory, 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory, 
Hear their conſorted Druids fin Lk 
Their triumphs to tl faitoorral firing, e 


How may the poet now unfold; e ds Ol 
What never tongue or numbers told ? - [228 
How learn delighted, and amaz'd, 

What hands unknown that fabric rais'd ?. 

Even now, before his favour'd eyes, 

In Gothre pride it ſeems to riſe'! 

| Yet Grecla's. graceful orders Join, 

Majeſtic thao” the Wir d deſign 5 


4 11 * 4 * 1 M 55 


occa ſioned 11 his n ht” ſurprize at 5 appearance. Thi. 
however was ſo miſconſtrued by the ſea-lady, that in reventze for 
his treatment of her, ſhe puniſhed the whole ifland, by covering it 
with a miſt, ſo that all who attempt to Carry on any commerce 
with it, Aber never ar:ived at it, but wandered up and down: the 
(ea, or were on a ſudden wrecked upon its cliffs. 


* r 3 


1 262 1 
The ſecret builder knew to chuſe, : l en fakt vn T 


Each ſphere · found gem of richeſt hue s 
Whate er heaven's purer mold eee 5 5 K 
When nearer ſuns emblaze its veinsʒ a Jas 
There on the walls the Patriot's _— ere 
May ever hang with freſn delight. wilted e 
And, grav'd with ſome prophetic rages 9-302 tadhs rl 77 
Read Albion” $ fame thro? nary, in. 1-2 inemo 0 
%% OET 11 $0. 


Ye forms divine, ye laureatsband,, Ih EIN 
That near her inmoſt altar and!“ 1 * 
Now ſooth her, to her bliſsful train 1 0 5 „ 
Blithe Concord's ſocial form to gain: PL 
Concord, whoſe myrtle wand-can ſteep. 
Ever Anger's blood ſhot: eyes in ſleep . N ods feds 
Before whoſe breathing bofom's balm, Ae 5 
Rage drops his ſteel, and ſtorms grow cam 
Her let our ſires a matrons:.l hoar HD 5 
Welcome to Britain's rayag'd Hoe: 


Ovr youths, enamour'd of the 8 e 
Play with the tangles of her hair, 
Till, in one loud applauding x 446 th 12 


The nations ſhout to her around, 
O how ſupremely art thou bleſ t. 
| 8 85 Lady, thou ſhalt rule the welt 55 103.22 157 15655 
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TO A LADY, ON THE: DEATH or COLONET 
ein Ta) 
CHARLES ROSS inThe Keridw XFrox FEY. 


9 445 
+ 


WRITT EN MAY MDCCXLT, 
5 Put 91g ot 0 151 v0 ant =o 
V Hile, Paoli former ait. Vite 
Britannia s genius bends to eartnj, 54040 br fr 12 
ne mourns the fatal da: !! ts yi 
While ſtain'd with blood he ſtrives t to 2788 e ne 
Unſeeialy from his ſea- green hair 5 2 1 15 
he wreaths of cheerful May): 
8 | ge 


8 


U 263 1 


The Wöngbts which muſing pity pays, 
And fond remembrance loves to Ys 13411 Ta 
Your faithful hours attend: 1655 n 7 
Still Fancy, to herſelf unkind, do: 1 
Awakes to grief the ſoften'd mind; <} +26 36 nien T0 
And points the bleeding friend. E474 ü 


4, 


: By rapid Scheld's deſcending wave © 
His country's vows ſhall bleſs 170 rave, | 
Where'er the youth is laid: (3 "G9 Rh 
That facred ſpot the village bind ib wolte 1 
With every ſweeteſt turf ſhall bind, is ki 
And peace protect the ſhade, 


* 
—— 
% 


4 
+ E + 


Ober him whoſe ddem thy virtues grieve,// 
Aerial forms ſhall ſit at eve, 
And bend the penſive head! 
And, fallen to fave his injur'd 1057 
Imperial Honour's awful hand 17 91 Bolt i 2191 
Shall point his lonely bed ! E v7. ito aEh 3K 7314 


The warlike dead of e age, 

Who fill'd the fair eas 
Shall leave their ſainted 2 | 
And, half recliaing on his ſpear, 6:2) 
Each wondering chief by turns en b 

To hatl the blooming gueſt, 


Old Edward's ſons, unknown to yield, | 

Shall croud from Creſſy's laurell'd field, 
And gaze with fix'd delight: TORS Ts 

Again for Britain's wrongs they feel, * e 

Again they ſnatch the gleamy ſteel, e | 7 
And with th' avenging figlglt. my 


But lo where, ſunk in deep deſpair, 

Her garments torn, her boſom barec,. 
Impatient Freedam hes tf «fff 235 44d #546 | 

Her matted treſſes wadly ſpread, | 4 

To every ſod, which. wraps the dead, i 
She turns ber joyleſs eyes. ; 


Ut Di Ao 


. 260 11 
Ne? er all be leave that low! y ground, F 
Till notes of triumph burſting round een boot b 
Proclaim her reign reſtor'd: - eee ee 
Til William ſeek the ſad retreat, Wer one 03 os 182 
And, bleeding at her ſacred feet, 151 b PRBEW x: 
Preſent the ſated ſword: *: 5 Salbei 245 + b A 


If, weak to ſoothe ſo ſoſt an ——A 2th ff i) 5 
| Theſe 1 glories a impart en 
* » 4 


To dry thy conſtant te: 7 
If yet, in Sorrow's diſtant eye ir ent 106) b 8d 
Expos os d and pale thou ſeeſt him liey: 7 99 liens dy” 
Wild war inſulting „JC Doiorg 25154 or, « 
: Where! er from time. thou count. relief 1370 


The muſe ſhall ſtill , with ſocial . edi an: 0 255 
Her gent leſt . heh bo 0099 245 bit Go, 
Even humble Harting's cottag'd ny. 03 Alia 4 
Shall learn the fad repeated tale 
And 25 her ſhepherds weep. elsr ol aid intog Het 


ODE 10 EVENING. 


3 151052 I el 
| 1 593 et melt 2159: [16.007 
I: aught of oaten e el r tn 
May hope, chaſte Eve, to ſooth wy: Owe . 
Like thy own ſolemn ſprings, E 501 li 
Thy ſprings and dying' gales, 


_ O Nymph reſerv*d;; while now the bright bair'd fur un 
' Sits in yon weſtern tent, whoſe. <logly ſeirths... 
With brede ethereal; Wye": 10 nord To: £14 


O'erhang bis wavy bed: 5 
Now air is huſh'd, fave bete the Sek eyed FOR 1 88 
With ſhort ſhrill ſbriek flits by nn Wies 


Or where the beetle winds 
His ſmall but ſullen horn, 4 1 


poo | — 75 
As oft he riſes midſt the gef Lan, BULLS: DU I31G Vo. 


1 the borne in TONS; hum 0 1 
ot“ Now 


* 


„ 


C 


"Now teach me, Maid'e bed tg en grot of 
To breathe ſome ſoften'd; ſtrain, E ö ? 1 v 4 FEES 2 i'f 2 


4 


nie anner ſtealing tiirs* thy darkoing vale, | EF 


p24 2 


| May not unſeemly with its ſtillneſs fuit, 
As muſing flow, I hail _. Me 


Thy genial lov'd return 1 3G U 


For when thy folding-ſtar ariſing ſhows 1 3 
His paly eirclet, at bis warning lamp %% ot! 
x The fragrant Hours; and e 1 2: 1 2 4115377, 


” 


Who ſlept in buds the day; n 1 bn 5 


818 75 711311 1 Fi b 5 fs * 3 


And many a N ymph who wreathes her er gage age, 


And [feds the freſhening dew, and lovelier filly ß, 
The penſive Pleaſures ſweet ; . 
Prepare thy ſhadowy cat; i / iat 5 +7 ed 0 5% 


41 97 3-41 


Then let me rove ſome wild, and h 11 bene, ; 17 


Area! „00118 
Whoſe walls more awful : =. g wp vet en HR 
By thy religious gleams. „onen Void Tf ning bog 
Or if chill bluſtring winds, or driving rain, 5 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the rs „ 
That from the mountain's ſide, „ 
Views wilds, and ſwelling floods, 2 is oh Wo 
And hamlets brown, and dim diſcovertl ſpites, of} ie 


And hears their ſimple bell, and marks oer al! 
Thy dewy fingers draw ge] ; | Elo 
» The gradual duſky veil, e IL e 


While Spring ſhall pour his 3 a8 oof he wont, | 
And bathe thy breathing treſſes, meckeſt Eve th br 
While Summer loves to ſport 85 ils i 


Beneath thy lingering light da 


a. we þ A + 
: + £ 1 1 
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While fallow Autumn fills thy bin with 1 
On Winter, yelling thro? the troublous air, 
Affrights thy ſhrinking train, 
And rudely * thy robes: : 


So 


* 


n , „ 


1 0 1 


bis regardful of thy-quie jet rule, BE EL ILY 

Shall Fancy, Friendthip,' Science, bann bruce * 
Thy gent leſt influence ow] n, ien ee 
And 1 AY favourite dame a 0 Toh 


ODE rat vr 


, #1 rodvu 13 '{ 
Then, who, badet thy:turtles bear 110 N 211 

Swift from his graſp thy. golden hair, merz „ 
And ſought? K thy native ie??? 
When War by. vultures An Toy - a 
To: Britain bent his iron car, 1s 5 
And bade his ſtorms ariſe/ „%% e692 by. 


N 


| Tir'd of his rude tyrannic ſway, wet vid greg 
1 Our youth ſhall fix ſome feſtive day, f ED 

8 His dolle Mrines to burn: R 

4 But thou, who hear'ſt the tuning dere, 

MWbat ſounds may chatm'thy F ears, 
1 And gain ay bleſt renown 


O Peace, thy i in jur'd robes up-bind ! ! F 
O riſe, and leave not one behind „ 
Of all thy beamy train: | 
The Britiſh lion, Goddeſs VTLS 
Lies ſtretchd on earth to Kĩſs thy feet, 
And own thy holier reign, - 


Let others court thy tranfient 1 
But come to grace thy weſtern iſle, 
By warlike Honour led! 21 
And, while around her ports rejoice 
While all her foes adore thy rage 


Wich him ne ever wed J.'. | Ates 
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THE MANNERS. AN ODE, 


8 Farewen, for clearer ken deſign'd, 
The dim-diſcover'd tracts of mind: 5 
Truths which, from aQtion's paths retir'd, * 
My filent ſearch in vain requir's !- 

No more my fail that deep explores, 

No more I ſearch thoſe magic ſhores, 

What regions part the world of foul, 

Or whence thy ſtreams, Opinion, roll : 

If e er J round ſuch Fairy field, 

Some power impart the ſpear and ſhield, 
At which the wizzard Paſſions fly, 

By which the giant Follies die! 


Farewell the porch whoſe roof is ſeen, 
Arch'd with th' enlivening olive's green: 
Where Science, prank'd in tiſſued veſt, 

By Reaſon, Pride, and Fancy dreſt, 
Comes like a bride, fo trim array*d, 

To wed with Doubt in Plato's ſhade ! 


_ Youth of the quick uncheated ſight, 
Thy walks, Obſervance, more invite! 
O thou, who lov'ſt that ampler range, 
Where life's wide proſpects round thee change, 
And with her mingled ſons allied, 
'Throw'ſt the pratting page aſide, 

To me in conyerſe ſweet impart, 

To read in man the native heart, 

To learn, where Science ſure 1s. found, 
From Nature as ſhe lives around: 

And gazing oft her mirror true, 

By turns each ſhifting image view ! 
Till meddling Art's officious lore, 
Reverſe to leſſons taught before, 
Alluring from a ſafer rule, 

To dream in her enchanted ſchool z 


Aa Thou, 


— N 
; > N — 


. 
Thou, heaven, whate'er of great we boaſt, 
Haſt bleſt this ſocial ſcience moſt. 


KRetiring hence to thoughtful cell, 
As Fancy breathes her potent ſpell, 
Not vain ſhe finds the charmful taſk, 
In pageant quaint, in motley maſk, 
Behold, before. her muſing eyes, _ 
The countleſs Manners round her riſe ; 
While ever varying as they paſs, x 
To ſome Contempt applies her glaſs : 
With theſe the white-rob'd Maid: combine, 
And thoſe the laughing Satyrs join ! 
But who is he whom now ſhe views 
== In robe of wild contending hues ? 
yl _ . - Thou by the paſſions nurs'd ; I greet 
| The comic ſock that binds thy feet ! 
O Humour, thou whoſe name is kn6wn, 
To Britain's favour'd iſle alone: 
Me too amidſt thy band admit, 
There where the young-eyed healthful Wit, 
(Whoſe jewels in his criſped hair 
Are plac'd each other's beams to ſhare, 
Whom no delights from thee divide) 
In laughter loos'd attends thy fide ! .. 


By old Miletus * who fo long] 
Has ceas*d his love-inwoven ſong : 
By all you taught the T uſcan maids, 
In chang'd Italia's modern ſhades: 

By him 7, whoſe Knight's diſtinguiſh'd name 
Refin'd a nation's luſt of fame; | 
Whecſe tales even now, with echoes ſweet, 

Caſtilia's Mooriſh hills repeat: 


#* Alluding to the Mileſian talee, ſome of the earlieſt romanees. 


+ Cervantes. 


Oc 


* 


MR 1. 60 J 

Or him t, whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weeds on Gallia's ſhore, | 
Who drew the fad Sicilian maid, | | 


By virtues in her fire betray*d : 4% 1 1 


O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed; 
If but from thee I hope to feel, 755 
On all my heart imprint thy ſeal! 
Let ſome retreating Cynic find | F 
Thoſe oft-turn*d {ſcrolls I leave behind, i 
The Sports and I this hour agree, | 
To rove thy ſcene-full world with thee !. 55 
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AN ODE FOR MUSIC. 


W Hen Muſic, heavenly maid, was young, 

While yet in early Greece ſhe ſung, 

The Paſſions oft, to hear her ſhell, 

Throng'd around her magic cell, 

Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 

Poſſeſt beyond the Muſe's painting; | 

By turns they felt the glowing mind _ i - 
Diſturb'd, delighted, rais'd, refin'd, 

Till once, *tis ſaid, when all were fir'd, 

FilPd with fury, rapt, inſpir'd, | 

From the ſupporting myrtles round 

They ſnatch'd her inſtruments of ſound, 

And as they oft had heard apart 

Sweet leſſons of her forceful art, 

Each, for madneſs rul'd the hour, 

Would prove his own expreſſive power. 


7 Monſieur Le Sage, | author of the incomparable adventures of 
Gil Blas de Santillane, who died in Paris in the year 1745» 


"ACS Feirſt 


7 270 2 
: Firſt Fear his hand, its ſkill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid, 
And back recoil'd he knew not why, 
Even at the ſound himſelf had made. 


Next Anger ruſh'd, his eyes on fire, 
In lighenings own'd his ſecret ſtings, - A 
In one rude claſh he ſtruck the lyre, 
And ſwept with hurried hand the ſtrings. 


With woeful meaſures wan Deſpair 
Low ſullen ſounds his rlef beguil'd, 
A ſolemn, ſtrange, and mingled air, 


T was fad by fits, by ſtarts twas wild, 


But thon, O Hope, with eyes ſo fair, 
What was thy. delighted meaſure ? 
Still it whiſper'd promis'd pleaſure ? 
And bade the lovely ſcenes at diſtance hail! 
Still would her touch the ſtrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 
She call'd on Echo till thro” all the ſong; 
And where her ſweeteſt theme ſhe choſe, 
A ſoft reſponſive voice was heard at every cloſe, 
And Hope enchanted ſmil'd, and wav'd her golden hair. 


And longer had ſhe ſung, —but, with a frown, 
Revenge impatient roſe, 
He threw his blood-ſtain'd ſword in thunder Ws, 
And, with a withering look, 
- "BC war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blaſt fo loud and dread, 
' Were ne'er prophetic ſounds ſo full of woe. 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat; 
bf And tho? ſometimes, each dreary pauſe between 
W * Dejected Pity at his ſide, 
| Her ſoul-ſubduing voice applied, 


Yet ſtill he kept his wild unalter'd mien, 
ig While each ſtrain'd ball of 9 ſeem'd burſting from 
i; his head; : 
'D 5 i Thy 


'Thy numbers, Jealouſy, to nought were fix'd, 
Sad proof of thy diſtreſsful ſtate, 


Of differing themes the veering ſong was mix d, 
And now it courted Love, now raving call'd on Liar, 


With eyes up-rais*d, as one inſpir'd, 
Pale Melancholy far tetir'd. 
And from her wild ſequeſter d ſeat, 
In notes by diſtance made more ſweet, 
Pour'd thro' the mellow Horn her penſive ſoul :_ 
And daſhing ſoft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels join'd the ſound z 
Thro? glades and glooms the mingled meaſure ſtole, 
Or o'er ſome haunted ſtreams with fond delay, 
Round an holy calm diffuſing, 
Love of peace, and lonely muſing, 
In hollow murmurs died away. 


But O, how alter'd was its ſprightlier tone! 
When Chearfulneſs, a nymph of healthieſt hue, 
Her bow acrots her ſhoulder flung, 
Her buſkins gemm'd with morning dew, 

Blew an inſpiring air, that dale and thicket rung 
The hunter's call to Faun and Dryad known ; 5 
The oak-crown'd Siſters, and their chaſte- e) ed queen, 
Satyrs and ſylvan boys were ſeen, 

Peeping from forth their alleys green; 

Brown Exerciſe rejoic'd to hear, | = 

And Sport leapt up, and ſeiz'd his e ſpear. 


Lal came Joys ecſtatic trial, 
He with viny crown advancing, 

Firſt to the lively pipe his hand addreſt, 
But ſoon he ſaw the britk awakening viol, 

Whole ſweet entrancing voice he lov'd the belt. : 
They would have thought who heard the train, 
They ſaw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 

Amidſt the feſtal ſounding ſnades, | 

To ſome unwearied minſtrel dancing, 

While as his flying hngers kifs'd the ſtrings, 

Az3 Lore 
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Love fram*d with Mirth, a gay fantaſtic round, | 
Looſe were her treſſes ſeen, her zone unbound, 
And he, amidſt his frolic play, > | 


As if be would the charming air repay, 


Shook thouſand odours from his dewy wings. 


O Muſic, ſphere-deſcended maid, 
Friend of pleaſure, wiſdom's aid, 
Why, Goddefs, why to us denied, 
Lay'ſt thou thy antient lyre aſide? 

As in that lov'd Athenian bower, 
You learn'd an all commanding power, 


55 Thy mimic ſoul, O nymph endear'd, — 


Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native ſimple heart, 
Devote to virtue, faney, art? 
Ariſe, as in that elder time, 

Warm, energic, chaſte, ſublime! 
Thy wonders, in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording Siſter's page 


Tis ſaid, and I believe the tale, 


* 


Had more of ſtrength, diviner rage, 
Than all which charms this laggard age, 
Even all at once together found 
Cecilia's mingled world of ſound— 

O bid our vain endeavours ceaſe, 
Revive the juſt deſigns of Greece, 
Return in all tay ſimple ſtate! _ 

Confirm the tales her ſons relate ! 


NESS T.L HE 


ADDRESSED TO SIR'THOMAS HANMER, ON HIS 


Thy bumbleft Reed could more prevafl, 


EDITION OF SHAKESPEAR'S WORKS. 


W Hile born to bring the Muſe's happier days, 
A patriot's hand protects a poet's lays, | 
While nurs'd by you ſhe ſees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwither'd o'er his honour'd tomb : | 

. Excuſe 


E | : 
_ Excuſe her doubts, if yet ſhe feats to tell 

What ſecret tranſports in her boſom ſwell ! = 
With conſcious awe ſhe hears the critic's fame, | =_ 
And bluſhing hides her wreath at Shakeſpear's name. 
Hard was the lot thoſe injur'd ſtrains endur'd, 
- Unown'd by ſcience, and by years obſcur'd : 
Fair Fancy wept z and echoing ſighs confeſs'd 
A fixt deſpair in every tuneful breaſt. | | 
Not with more grief th'. afflicted ſwains appear, 
When wintry winds deform the plenteous year; 
When lingring froſts the ruin'd ſeats invade 
Where Peace reſorted, and the Graccs play'd. 


Fach riſing art by juſt gradation moves, . | 
Toil builds on toil, and age on age improves : | 
The Muſe alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grac*d with nobleit pomp her earlieft ſtage, 
Preſerv*d thro? time, the ſpeaking ſcenes impart 
Each changeful wiſh of Phædra's tortur'd heart: 
Or paint the curſe, that mark*d the“ Theban's reign, 
A bed inceſtuous, and a father flain. 5 
With kind concern our pitying eyes o*erflow,. 

Trace the ſad tale, and own another's woe. 


To Rome remov'd, with wit ſecure to pleaſe, 

The comic ſiſters kept their native eaſe. 

With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 

Her own Menander's art almoſt excell'd! 

But every Muſe eſſay'd to raiſe in vain 

Some labour*d rival of her tragic ſtrain 

Illyſſus' laurels, tho? transferr'd with toil, 

Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' unfriendly ſoil. F 


As arts expir'd, refiftleſs Dulneſs roſe ; 
Goths, prieſts, or Vandals,—all were Learning's foes, 
Till + Julius firft recalld each exil'd maid, 
And Coſmo own'd them in th' Etrurian ſhade: 


The Oedipus of Sophocles. fe | 
+ Julius Il, the immediate predeceſſor of Leo X. 


Then 
* 
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Then deeply ſkill?d in love's engaging theme, 
The ſoft Proveurial paſs'd to Arno's ſtream: 

With graceful eaſe the wanton lyre he ſtrung, 

Sweet flow'd the lays—but love was all he ſung. 


The gay deſcription could not fail to move: 
4 For, led by nature, all are friends to love. 


— 


But heaven, ſtill various in its works, decreed 
The perfect boaſt of time ſhould laſt ſucceed, 
The beauteous union muſt appear at ks, 10 
Of Tuſcan fancy, and Athenian ſtrength : 

One greater Muſe Eliza's reign adorn, 
And even a Shakeſpear to her fame be born! 


Vet ah! ! fo bright her morning? 8 opening ray, 
In vain our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No ſecond growth the weſtern iſle could bear, 
þ At once exhaufted with too rich a year. 
I Too nicely Johnſon knew the critic's part; 
Nature in him was almoſt loſt in art. 
Of ſofter mold the gentle Fletcher came, 
The next in order, as the next in name. 
With pleas'd attention 'midſl his ſcenes we find 
Each glowing thought, that warms the female mind Li 
Each melting ſigh and every tender tear, N 
The lover*s 7 = and the virgin's fear. 
His * every ſtrain the Smiles and Graces own x 
But ſtronger Shakeſpear felt for man alone: 
Drawn by his pen, our ruder paſſions ftand, 
Th' unrivall'd picture of his- early hand, 


NL 


+ With ee ſteps, and ſlow, e xacter France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her ſhores advance: 


4 Their 8 tre thus diſtinguiſhed by Mr. Dryden. 
+ About the time of Shakeſpear, the poet Hardy was in kt 
repute in France, He vrote, according to Font enelle, fix hund- 
dred plays. The French poets after him applied themſelves in ge- 
neral to the corre improvement of the ſtage, which was almoſt 
totally diſregarded by theſe of our own country, Johaſos excepted» 
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By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 

CoreQly bold and juſt in all ſhe drew. 

Till late Corneille, wich f Lucan's ſpirit fir'd, 
Breath'd the free ſtrain, as Rome and He infpir'd 2 
And claſſic judgment gain'd to ſweet Racine | 
The temperate ſtrength of Maro's chaſter line, 


But wilder far the Britiſh laurel ſpread, 

And wreaths leſs artful crown our poet's head, 

Yet He alone to every ſcene could give | 
Th' hiftorian's truth, and bid the manners live, 
Wak'd at his call I view, with glad ſurprize, 
Majeſtic forms of mighty monarchs riſe, _ / 
There Henry's trumpets ſpread their loud alarms, 
And laurel'd Conqueſt waits her hero's arms. , 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying figh, 

Scarce born to honours, and ſo ſoon to die ! 

Yet ſhall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 

No beam of comfort to the guilty king: e 
The * time ſhall come, when Glo'ſter's heart ſhall bleed 
In life's laſt hours, with horror of the deed : 

When dreary viſions ſhall-at laſt preſent 

Thy vengeful image in the midnight tent: 

Thy hand unſeen the ſecret death thall bear, 

Blunt the weak ſword, and break th' oppreſlive ſpear, 


Where'er we turn, by fancy charm'd, we find 
Some ſweet illufion of the cheated mind. 

Oft, wild of wing, ſhe calls the ſoul to rove 

With humbler nature, in the rural prove z 

Where ſwains contented own the quiet ſcene, 

And twilight fairies tread the circled green: 
Dreſs'd by her hand, the woods and valleys ſmile, 
And Spring diffuſive decks th' inchanted iſle. 


| { The favourite author of the elder Corneille. 


Tempus erit Turno, magno cdm optaverit emptum 
Intac um Pallanta, & c. 2 


O more 


* 
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O more than all in powerful genius bleſt, 
Come, take thine empire Serbs willing breaft ! 
Whate'er the wounds this youthful heart ſhall feel, 
. Thy ſongs ſupport me, and thy morals heal! 
There every thought the poet's warmth may raiſe, 
: There native muſic dwells in all the lays. l 
O might ſome verſe with happieſt ſkill perſuade 
Expreſſive Picture to adopt thine aid ! 
What wondrous draughts might riſe from every page! 
What other Raphaels charm a diſtant age ! 


Methinks even now T view ſome free deſign, 
Where breathing Nature lives in every line: 
Chaſte and ſubdued the modeſt lights decay, 
Steal into ſhades, and mildly melt away. 
And ſee, where * Antony, in tears approv'd, 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he loy'd : 
O'er the cold corſe the warrior ſeems to bend, 
Deep ſunk in grief, and mourns his murder'd friend! 
Still as they preſs, he calls on all around, | 
Lifts the torn robe, and points the bleeding wound. 


But 4 who is he, whoſe brows exalted bear 
Aavrath impatient and a fiercer air? 
Awake to all that injur'd worth can feel, 
On his own Rome he turns th? avenging ſteel. 
Yet ſhall not war's inſatiate fury fall, 
(So heaven ordains it) on the deſtin'd wall. 

_ See the fond mother, *midft the plaintive train, 
Hang on his knees, and proftrate on the plain ! 
Touch'd to the ſoul, in vain he ſtrives to hide 
The ſon's affeQtion, in the Roman's pride : 
O'er all the man conflicting paſſions riſe, 

Rage graſps the ſword, while Pity melts the eyes. 


Thus, generous Critic, as thy Bard inſpires, 
The fitter Arts ſhall nurſe their drooping fires; 
See the tragedy of Julius Czſar, 58 TH 
1 Coriolanus. See Mr. Spence's dialogue on the Odyfley. 
25 [ Each 


. 
Each from his ſcenes her ſtores alternate bring, 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal ſtring: 
Thoſe Sibyl-leaves, the ſport of every wind, 
(For poets ever were a careleſs kind) : 
By thee diſpos*d, no farther toil demand, 
But, juſt to Nature, own thy forming hand, 


So ſpread o'er Greece, th* harmonious whole unknown, 
Even Homer's numbers charm'd by parts alone. 
Their own Ulyſſes ſcarce had wander'd more, 
By winds and waters caſt on every ſhore : 
When rais'd by fate, ſome former Hanmer join'd 
Each beauteous image of the boundleſs mind ; 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim | 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name, 


r ĩð 
IN CYMBELYNE., 


Sung by Guiderius and 2 over Fidele, ſuppoſed to 
| e dead, | | 


| j O fair Fidele's frag y tomb | 
Soft maids, and vil age hinds ſhall bring 
Each opening ſweet, of earlieit bloom, 


And rifle all the breathing Spring.” 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear 
Too vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove, 
But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 
And melting virgins own their love, 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, _ 
No goblins lead their nightly crew ; _ 

The female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew ! 


The red-breaſt oft at evening hours 


Shall kindly lend his little aid, 
* With 
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With hoary moſs, and gather'd flowers, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid, 


When howling winds, and beatin un, 
In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell; 

Or 'midſt the chace on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reflore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed x 
Belovꝰd till life can charm no more; 


And mournd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 


Oo D E 
ON THE DEATH OF MR, THOMSON. 


The Scene of the following Stanzas is ſuppoſed to 2 en Fm 
Thames, near Richmond, 


. 


Ix yonder grave a Druid lies 


Where flowly winds the ſtealing wave! 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall duteous riſe 
To deck its Poet's ſylvan ry. ! 


II. 


In yon deep bed of . ring reeds 
His airy harp * ſhall now be laid, 


That he, whoſe heart in ſorrow bleeds, 


May love ro lite the PI ſhade. 


Then nails and youths ſhall linger here, 


And while its ſounds at diſtance ſwell, 9 1 
Shall ſadl ſeem in Pit y's ear 
"To hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knell. 


be harp af Solus, of which ſee a deſcription i in the Cat 
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Remembrance oft ſhall haunt the bs 
When Thames in ſummer wreaths is dreſt 
And oft ſuſpend the daſhing oar 
To bid his gentle ſpirit reſt ! 
TT "3; 
And oft as Eaſe and Health retire 
To breezy lawn or foreſt deep, 


The friend ſhall view yon whitening * ſpire, 
And *mid the varied landſcape weep, 


VI. 


But Thou, who own'ft that earthly bed, 
Ah! what will every dirge avail? 

Or tears, which Love and Pity ſhed 
That mourn beneath the gliding fail ! 


VII. — 


Vet lives there one, whoſe heedleſs eye 

Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimm'ring near? 
With him, ſweet bard, may Fancy die, 

And Joy deſert the blooming year. 


5 VIII. 


But thou, lorn ſtream, whoſe ſullen tide 
No fedge-crown'd Siſters now attend, 
Now wafc me from the green hill's ſide, 
Whoſe cold tuif hides the buried friend ! 


IX. 


And ſee, the fairy valleys fade, : 
Dun Night has veil'd the folemn view f 


Yet once again, dear parted ſhade, 
Meek Nature's Child, again adieu. 


9 
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With hoary moſs, pag gather'd flowers, 


To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds, and beatin Mins! 


In tempeſts ſhake the ſylvan cell; 
Or *midft the chace on every plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell, 


Each lonely ſcene ſhall thee reflore, | | 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed z 
Belovꝰd till life can charm no more ; 
And mourn'd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 
> Mg» WD an 
ON THE. DEATH OF MR, THOMSO v. 


The Scene of the following Stanzas is ſuppoſed to lie en the 
| TOs near Richmond, 


Ix yonder grave a Druid lies | 


Where lowly winds the ſtealing wave! 
The year's beſt ſweets ſhall duteous riſe 
To deck its Poet's ſylvan grave! 


| II. 


In yon deep bed of t whiſy) Ting reeds 


His airy harp * ſhall now be laid, 


„That he, whoſe heart in ſorrow bleeds, 


May love thro life the ONO ſhade. 
III. 15 


Then FR and youths ſhall linger here, 

And while its ſounds at diſtance ſwell, / 
Shall ſadl ſeem in FILE car 

TY o hear the Woodland Pilgrim's knell, 


#* The harp af zoLus, of which ſee a deſcription | in the Cat 


TE OF LNDOLENGE» 


| Y IV, 8 


\ 


er 
IV. 


Remembrance oft ſhall haunt the ſhore 
When Thames in ſummer wreaths is dreſt, 

And oft ſuſpend the daſhing oar | 

To bid his gentle ſpiric reſt ! 

| „ *. | 

And oft as Eaſe and Health retire 

To breezy lawn or foreſt deep, 


The friend ſhall view yon whitening * ſpire, 
And *mid the varied landſcape weep, 


VI. 


But Thou, who own'ft that earthly bed, 

Ah! what will every dirge avail? 
Or tears, which Love and Pity ſhed 

That mourn beneath the gliding fail ! 


o : 


Yet lives there one, whoſe heedleſs eye 

Shall ſcorn thy pale ſhrine glimm'ring near ? 
With him, ſweet bard, may Fancy die, 

And Joy deſert the blooming year. 


. VIII, 


But thou, lorn ſtream, whoſe ſullen tide 
No ſedge-crown'd Siſters now attend, 
Now waft me from the green hill's ſide, 
Whoſe cold tuif hides the buried friend! 


IX. 


And ſee, the fairy valle ys fade, 
Dun Night has veil'd the ſolemn view ! 
Yet once again, dear parted ſhade, 
Meek Nature's Child, again adieu. 


8 * Ri cum Church. 
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1 * The genial meads aſlign'd to bleſs - 

= Thy life, ſhall mourn thy. earl doom . 

1 Their hinds, and ſhepherd-girls Salt dies | 
=_ With fimple hands 88 rural tomb. 


8 XI, 


7 Bl long, 1 ſtone, and pointed clay 
Shall melt the muſing Briton's eyes, 

O ! vales, and wild woods, ſhall he jay, 
In yonder grave Your Druid lies! 
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Su, the elarion, ſweep the ring, - 
Blow into rage the muſe's fires 
All thy anſwers, Echo, bring, N 
Let wood and dale, let rock and valley ring, 
1 Tis Madneſs ſelf inſpires. 


Hall, ful Madneſs, hail : | 
Thy realm extends, thy powers prevail, 

F ar as the voyager ſpreads his ventrous fail, 
Nor beſt nor wiſeſt are exempt from thee 5 
Ns EH Folly*s only ys | 


Hark! to the aſtoniſh'd ear 

The gale conveys a ſtrange tumultuous ſound. 
They now 1 they now appear, 
 Phrenzy leads her chorus near, | 
And demons dance around. 


| Peidom——Ambition idly vain, 
Revenge, and Malice ſwell her train,. — 
Devotion warp'd - Affection croſt 
Hope in Diſappointment loſt 
And injur'd Merit with a dowencaſt eye, | 
(Hurt by Neglect) flow ſtalking heedleſs bye 


Loud the ſhouts of Madneſs riſe, 

Various voices, various Cries, -* 

Mirth unmeaning—cauſeleſs moans, 
Burſts of laughter, heart - felt groans 
All ſeem to pierce the ſkies. —— 
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Pough as the wintry wave, that roars. 

On Thule's deſert ſhores, . 

Wild raving to the unfeeling air, 

The fetter'd Maniac foams along, 

(Rage the burthen of his jarring ſong) 
In rage he grinds his teeth, and rends his ſtreaming hair. 


bes" 4 


No pleaſing memory y lefe—forgotten quite 
All former ſcenes of dear delight, 
 Connubial love—parental joy— 

No ſympathies like theſe his ſoul employ. 

— Burt all is dark within, all pion black deſpair, - 


dior ſo the love-lorn maid, 
By tco mucli tenderneſs betray'd; 
Her gentle breaſt no angry paſſion res, 
But flighted vows pollelt, and fainting ſoft defires, 


She yet retains her wonted.flame. | 
All but in reaſon, ſtill the ſame, 
Streaming eyes, 
Izsceſſant fighs, 3 5 
Dim haggard looks, and clouded o'er with care, 
Foint out to Pity's tears, the poor diſtracted fair. 
Dead to the world - her fondeſt wiſhes croſt, 

She mourns herſelf thus early lot. 


— 


J 


Now, ſadly gay, N pal ſhe ſings, 
Now, penſive, ruminates unutterable things. 
She ſtarts—ſhe flies - Who dares fo rude 
On her ſequeſtrete ſteps intrude ?- 
*Tis he— the Momus of the flighty train 

Merry miſchief fiils his brain, . 
Blanket-rob'd, and antic crown'd, 
J he mimic monarch {kips around 
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Big with conceit of dignity he Haile,” 
And Frum his frolics quaint, ny: unfulpected viles.— 


Laughter was there — but mark that groan, | 1 
Drawn from the inmoſt ſoul! 7 

«& Give the knife, demons, or the priſon®d bowl, N 
; 00 To finiſh miſeries equal to your OWN,” — | 


r Ot AI - ot ers nn, 
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Who is this wretch, with horror wild? 
— Tis Devotion? 8 ruin'd child. — 

Sunk in the emphaſis of grief, . 

Nor can he feel, nor dares he aſk 8 


Thou, fair Religion, was defi ign'd, 
Duteous daughter of the ſkies, 

To warm and cheer the human mind, 
1 make men happy, good and wiſe. 


Ta point, where fits in love array d 
Attentive to each ſuppliant call, 
The God of univerſal aid, 

The Sal the F ather of us all. 


E 


Firf ſhewn by thee, thus glow'd the gracious ſcene, | 
N Superſtition, fiend of woe, 
Bade doubts to riſe, and tears to flow, 
And ſpread deep ſhades our view and heaven between, 


Drawn by her pencil the Creator ſtands, 

His beams of mercy thrown aſide) 

With thunder arming his uplifted hands, 

And hurling vengeance wide. 
Hope at the frown aghaſt, yet ling? ring, flies, 
And daſh'd on Terior's 8 8 F aith's beſt dependance 
"HET. 
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But ah too thick thy croud too cloſe thy throng, 
Objects of pity and affright ſm 
yu farther the deſcri ptive long— 
Nature ſhudders at the ſight. 


8 Protract not, curious ears, the mournful tale, 
But o'er 8 h. group low * eee s veil. 
; | : i : 
: | | 
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ODE 


Long reign'4 an inmare in this breaft, 
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0 DE TO PAT IE NOE. 


125 M A s. SHE RIDA N, Aachor of Sidney Biddulph, | 3 
5 N Sc. 


Written i in the Year 1763. 


1388 by threats, unmov'd by force, | £ 1 
My ſteady foul purſues her courſe, | — 9 

Collected, calm, reſign d; ä | | 
Days You who ſearch with curious eyes 
The ſource whence human actions riſe, 

Say, whence this turn of mind? 


Tis Patience =—lenient Goddeſs, hail ! 
Oh! let thy Votary's vows prevail 

Thy threaten'd flight to ſtay 

Long haſt thou been a welcome 10 


And rul'd with gentle ſway. 


Thro' all the various turns of fate 

Ordain*d me in each ſeveral ſtate, 
My wayward lot has known, 

What taught me ſilently to bear, 

To curb the figh, to check the tear, 
When Sorrows wei igh'd me down ? 


*T was Patience !——temperate Goddeſs, ſtay ; 
For ſtill thy dictates I obey, 
Nor yield to Pathon's power, 
Tho? by 1 3 foes borne down, 
My fame, my toil, my hopes o'erthrown 
In one ill-fated hour, | 


When robb'd of what I held moſt dear, 
My hands adorn'd the mouraful bier 
Other I lov'd fo well: 


1 
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| What (when mute ſorrow e my tongue Res 


g "Twas NEVER. re OY ever cal; 
Oh! pour into my breaft thy balm, 


Implor'd, flew ſwifily to my aid, 


Be ever to thy Suppliant ez 0 JA 67 
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As o'er her fable hearſe 1 5 :; Ay = 
Forbade the tide to 8 1 5 „ 


That antidote to pain, 


Which flowing from thy neQar'd urn 
By chymiſtry divine can turn 


Our loſſes into gain. ä 
When ſick and languiſhing in bed, 
Sleep from my reſtleſs couch had fled 
(Sleep which e' en Pain beguiles,) 


What taught me calmly to ſuſtain 
A feveriſh being rack'd with pain, 


And dreſt my looks in ſmiles ? 
*T'was Patience, Heaven- deſcended maid, 


And lent her foſtering breaſt ; 
Watch'd my ſad hours with bunt care, 


15 Repell'd th? approaches of deſpait, © 


* ooth: d _ foul to reſt, 


Say, when diſſever'd from kid fide, 


My Friend, Protector and my Guide, 
When my prophetick Soul, | 


Anticipating all the Storm, 
Say Danger in its direſt Form, 


What could my fears controul ? 


Oh! ! Patience, Heavenly Goddeſs, hear! 1 


Nor let one murmur rife 


Since ſtill ſome mighty joys are given, 
Dear to her Soul, the gifts of Heaven, 


9 5 ſweet domeſtic o e 
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